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MAHOMET, the Iuros ron. 
ZAPHNA, 2 
— 9 Adherents to 9 7 95 
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SOPHEIAN, Prince of Mecca. | | | 


CALED, his Friend. | 
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p ALMYR A, 1 of Mano, and Captive 


of Sor HEIAN. 


SC E N E, Mecca. 
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IMP OS T OR. 


R 
SC EN E I. The PALACE. 


SOP HEIAN and CALED. 


0 W. by the ſoul of our n father 
Iſhmael, 

This is not faith, but e bobs | 

Soft—let me ſum thy reaſons in my ſoul— - 

«© No GODS,” thou ſayſt, but One; One 
Power Supreme, 

« Parent of nature! And, from him, one man, 

« Parent of human kind, in whom united 

« Man grows to man, and till the ſocial eye, 

In every face it meets, ſalutes a brother! 

C And then the fall of that unhappy parent. 

e Sunk from his Paradiſe with all his ſons, 

« And caſt into a world of guilt and pain; 

From whence reſtored, this GopHzap in the 

breaſt, c 

* Supports our frailty through the mortal war, 

That ſenſe doth wage with virtue,” 

B 2 | Oo 


Sorn. 


* 7 
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Cat True, my lord — 
This argues to the heart. 


Soph. It does, my Cal EDI! 
Had man ne'er fallen, he had no ſenſe of evil 3 
No ſenſe of good, if not redeemed - tis manifeſt ? 
This ſolves the great ænigma of our natures; + 
And, through the duſky maze of Providence, 
Leads forth to light. By outward revelation, 
Heaven anſwers to the truths revealed within 
I feel their ſacred force; and reaſon comes- 
+ But as a ſecond witneſs to confirm them, 


Cal. Nor reaſon only—univerſal nature 
Hath given authentic credence to her Lord, 
And vouch'd the ward of our Eternal Prophet. 
Bards ſung his future day; and ancient ſeers, 
Rapt through ſucceeding centuries, foretold 
The ſtory of his time- To greet his bir th, | 
Angelic choirs made jubilee on earth - 
Before him ſhrunk the powers of hell The ſea 
Smooth'd at his bidding, and the ſtorm was huſh's 
Attentive to his voice At his approach, 

The lame ſprung. NO and the ind man 
gazed 93 4} 
With new-created organs! | 0 

Soph. Let, my friend, ö 
Even all his mighty . to me import, 

But as they greatly ſerve to authoriae 
be mightier words he utter'd As the eye 

© Bears witneſs to the light, or the charm'd ear 
To tuneful undulation; ſo my heart 
Strikes uniſon to his great Law of Love, 


And 


6 - us 
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And proves their Poe the . own. his dhe, 
And all my country's gods fall down defore him. x4 
Cal. Then let thy faith inſtruct thee to contemn 
This modern fable—this od MAanomerT,. i * 
Who boaſts the attribute of bee. It wars 
With wiſdom, as with it 
Sorg. O the robber! li 100 Þ 
The curſt impoſtor, > all ſenſuat 3 . „ 
Is fix d in luſt; who claims his dire apoſileſhip. - ©. _ Þ 7 
By blood and devaſtation !—Sayſt thou, CaLeD, "4 
Oppoſe him! !—yes,. the root of our antipathy | ==” 
Sinks to the center, and its future growth... 1A | 
Muſt reach through all eternity. 1 97 < i 
CAL. Alas! | 
That ſtarting tear implies a N meaning, 
Sor n. O Car kp, friend, thou en a e 
r FOR fot, wha; 7 bs 
Stript like a withering — on | the kills; R = 
And ſhorn of every branch that once adorn'd him. A 
Bitter remembrance !—Stranger as thou uct ©. 6 80 
In fair Arabia, haply thou haſt heard et 7 
Of Ommia's royal houſe. F 5 = 
Car. I have, my lord. = " 8 
SOPH. Pl tell thee then—Of that thrice noble 
e 


» 


* — 


We were two brothers, Joeph.and e.g Ty 2 | ; . 2 
The Jaſt ſurviving heirs, twinn'd in one womb, 5 
As nature had forecloſed our bond of amity, 


Made perfect eber election. I, the elder ; 
 Bg | But 


e 155 
r 


„ 


As in a dearer {elf,"T'liv'd, we grew, ; l 
. Link's through our wanton years, each will and wilt 


Bleſs'd to our wiſh, we ſued, e 50 


I to Almeydab, to Whirl Joſeph ; | 


Were join'd to make. me  bleſt——=to make me 0 
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But no precedence claiming, if my brother, 


1 [x 
*& + 


A a new rivet'to our cloſing ſouls, 
That mock'd at ſeparation,—Doſt thou liſten *— 
Cal. Ev'n as the breathleſs s night, ont 


dies _. -Philomel - | . 10 
Doth lift her ſong to ence. ODS OT: | 
Bop." Mark me, t | e er 5 


Ere we attain'd the ripening hoon of life, 
Two maidens of the princely tribe of Joctar, 
Yet in the morn of their unveiling beauty, 0 0 
Engag d our love ; Almeydab and Majnuha. 5 


wedded; 


2 1 
5 5 : 


3 

1 N 
1 

? 


Nor hence divided, but as num'rous links, 
More ſtrong and more enfolded—Do'ſt remember ? 

Car. Not a word fallen. * 3 

Sor n. Almeydab, at the firſ t. f 
Promis d no heir; but our belov'd Mamiuna © 
Brought forth a ſon, the blooming Moawias, 
And gave him to our arms, welcome and dear 
To me, as to my brother; dear as though 
My on Almeydab's gift. Thus, CAL ED, r 
The human feelings, all the charities, 
That knit the ſocial family of man, 


he) yt Wy 


9 poo . 


CAL. Alas! 
Sor h. Doſt ſay ?—I fee thy mares touched. 
Car. No, my good lord—a ſhort lived weak- 


neſs in me; 

I pray, proceed. . 
Sorh. O ae now my tale | 

Muſt turn to tragic! for our loved Mamuna, 
Burſting the circle of that fond ſociety,, 
Sicken'd and died—around her memory, 
As ſtatues for her tomb, ſadly we fat, | 
Converſing by our tears. My Joſeph thence— 
Thence mine no more acquired I know not what 
Of diſtant gloom; grew alien to himſelf, 
To me, and to the world then pp 
Made all ſearch vain, and tore me from myſelf. 


Cal. O, moſt unkind !—no doubt, ſome deep 

occaſion— | \ 

Soen. None given by me. 

Car. What, none? 

SoPH. So judge me, Heaven! | 
No, not in thought—It was ſurmiſed indeed— | 

Cal. What? | 

Soya. No matter what—1 would not taſk his 

memory ; 

Car, Nay—pray you— 

Soen. Twas ſurmiſed, the bile of melancholy 
Had ſeiz d his better man, engendering thoughts 
Foreign and crude—tending, I know not how, 
To devious luſt, and thirſt of empire. - 


Cal. Heavens 
Surmiſed, by whom ? 


B 4 
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Sopn. A faithful wretch he was— 
_Hercives !—a kind inmate to us both, 
An ancient of our houſe— 

Cal. Said he of luſt ? | | 

Soya. Even of my wife and ſceptre. 

Car. O the powers ! 1 

Soph. Thou jeem'ſt concern'd— 

Car: O pity, that ſuch brothers — 
Pity, that villainy—that two ſuch brothers !|— 
Pray, to your ftory.— .. | 

Soph. To me and to Almeydab thus forſaken, 
Young Moawias was an only ſolace, 
A pleaſant, yet a mournful monitor | 
Of what his parents were At length, our orm 
Of grief ſubſided; and my kind Almeydab 
Became the mother of a recent happineſs, 


Even of a daughter fair: ſo, all again 


Was well, as hope might look for in the lots 

Of mortal diſpenſation— O, too well !— 

For ſo Heaven deem'd— Twas then that Manomet 

Firſt dared to broach his fable here in public. 

With indignation fired, through Mecca's gates 

I chaſed the fell impoſtor, who, belike, ü | 

Although his godhead then was in its infancy, 

Retained his dark abettors even in Mecca :. 

F or, like a wolf, the midnight prowler came, 

In my own palace caught my hour of abſence, . 

Murder'd my babes, and on my nuptial couch, 

Seiz'd my ſole bliſs, my loved, my loſt Almeydab! 
Car. Ha! ſure he durſt not= : 
Son. Thanks to the bleſt protectreſs o my 

honour !— 


Ye. 


51 


| Iwalk the world, as in a ee 
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Yes, the infernal ſaiyr but Almeydab 
| Broke from his graſp ; and where he cement va. 


Upon the flint beneath a fearful ſeep l- 


Headleng ths auth den een wig: 


A victim to her virtue! TER 

CAL. OSornayl— ' | 
Thy cup of ſorrow hath indeed ben b, 5 
And thou haſt drank it largely. 1661 171 anus? 
Sor k. Since that hour, RT 


* 
* 4 2.5 
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No ſocial face to clieer-! All nature ſeenis 
As one unvaried blank; upon whoſe leaf 
No comfort can be urineo—ſve of vengeance; 
And now tis in my graſp. | 
Cat. On Mattomert he veritieance } 1 | 
Sork. As near to Yatliceb's foreſt on a diy Pan 
t led ſome troops, a ſquadron croſt niy eye, 
Who bore the tyraht's ſtandard : we engag'd, 
And conqueſt crown'd my arms: Among tlie 
- captives 
There was d mid, whoſe lying diſgrac d 
The coſtiy geins ſhe wore ; and b 


Still holds Almeydab to my ſight, this ſtranger 
Might ſtand unriva'd _ Three as: 


moons © NO! 
She lies my pris ner, illo in \ flken belag 
But, yeſternoon, a ſlave betray d ker birth, 


And ſhews her for the e 06-4 . 


_ Car, Of Manourr * - 
5 Sor 


e 


. CR AT IRRITR 
= "S- > 
"xe. * — . * 
3 * 
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Sarin truth I am to ei mor! 5; 


% , 
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Sorn. Of-birm="Think un hcl follow! 251 
of 074 
Sort. Juſt retribution — + A iin od! nog 
Revenge might follow !—-but-Soph 
Sopheian's heart forbids it !—Yes, my — 8 „ P 
Yes, tho' I knew her for the tyrant's offspring; 
A kind of ſoſt enchantment ſtole upon me; 
Some ſecret power, unweeting; drew my ſteps, 


To gaze upon her with a parents fondnefs. 


Then, as ſhe lock d ufd poke; my. tears fuld up- 


watd== Nusa BA | i: rd 0! 2051 lei, of 


And oft with pain Fro chvcl/dahtfiged urns; 4 


long d to claſp herwith a chaſte embiace. 
Put ſee, ſhe' comes —obſer Ve her near my CAExv. 


Car. To ſigbt mee Venen, aM nO 140 
b » u Nm n of wan 2A qo 8 
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PAL. Fair morning 10 my lord! May: Heaven, 
yrrmencdr day;d bas; own 2h ng \ Wl 
Wich early gratitude expand my heart: 
Thus give me to approath, in humble duty, dai * 5 

And pour my thanks before you!! 
Sori Why, ee n aq Vr ev! a2 
Sit thy chains light 7 40:12 d b noon? 1 [7 
Pals As on « Lunterimay bird! 10} T2017 endl Ki 
Cag'd only to be cheriſh'd—fachy wan th 
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As ſuit tha hovering goodneſs of a father, 
Have ſooth'd my griefs, and made my bonds a 
bleſſing. 
Soea. Not fuch the meaſure, which thy father 
gave 

To my unhappy children "0 
Pal. Hal- my father? 
Sopn. Yes— Manomer |! 

Pal. Nay, then, I am betray'd; 
And mercy ſhall no longer know PaLuyrRa. 

| Sopn. Alas, fair innocent! though I ſhould plant 
Thy ſufferings thick as grain, what fruits would 
: grow? 

My joys muſt ſtill lie fallow —Will thy blood 
Make the cold tomb conceive, the grave to quicken, 
And yield Almeydab back—give back my babe, 
My young Ayetia to my arms? O, never !— 

My comforts, with my wife and children, lie 

Too deep interr'd, and will return no more. 
Diſmiſs thy fears, thou art guiltleſs of my griefs— 
From other hands than mine, my child, expect 


Afflictions when they fall. 
Par. Thus, grateful, as to Heaven, 1 bend Rt 
: praiſes — n K neels. 


For O, whate'er my different faith may dictate, 
My heart informs, that, of that Heaven, you are 
The moſt excelling pattern! Do not think 

Your ſlave depraved from truth; truth fits ſecure 
Within my ſoul, and mocks the reach of bondage! 
Hence am I free to tell you, that my heart 

Ne'er felt like awful ove, | like tender reverence, 


Not 
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7 | Not for my proper father Vet my lord, 
| There is a cauſe—there is a cauſe, my lord !—. 
Sorn. O, riſe, ſweet maid! command, "ay: talk 
my power— | 
*T is thine to its extent. 
Par. Unhappy I, 
Who, now profeſs'd the daughter of your "Ig 
Muſt ſtir your ſoul, by my deteſted fight, 
To grievous recollection; a dire monitor 
Of the ſad ſource from whence your loſſes ſpring, 
Fretting your ſmootheſt hour !—Ah, royal fir, 
There's yet a baſhful cauſe—elſe, witneſs Heaven 
No choice of mine to part—Return me, then, 
Reſtore me to my kindred ; take, in lieu, | 
Cities and ſcepter'd nations—Manomer 
Weighs not the ranſom by my little worth, 
But by his large affection then return me, 
Reſtore me to O fir !— 
Sor. Unkind PaiMmyra !— 
Thy fire hath ſtore of wives and little ones 3 
[ Me he bereaved of all and one for all, 
I only covet one from his abundance. 
Henceforth be ou my child—that Power, 
F whoſe" 
And winds the ſecret Kirk of ban rlaffions, . 
Ne knows we muſt not part — tis death alone, 
The laſt ſad eng ren tear thee from SopREIA x I 


1 


Enter a W e og 


Mas. My lord, the . en. for fore 


ES c | rr err rn ent | Is 
55 av". f f | . d 


THE IMPOSTOR 13 


Is all in motion. Through Moradia's plain, | 

Men hurry flocks and herds; ; "their | wives and 

children 

Scream in the rear, or goad their camels on, 

Laden with ſtuffs of price, or houſehold lumber, 

Caught up in haſte; all ſpeeding toward the city. 
Sopn. Whence the alarm? 

Mess. Tis ſaid, that MAHROMET— 

Sor H. Sayſt thou, that MaHOMET ? 

Mxss. Yea, my good lord, attended by the 
nations, 

An army as the ſands unnumber'd, comes, 

To add your Mecca to his length of conqueſt, 
Sorg. Where be our treacherous ſcouts ? How 
comes it thus, 

That notice ſlacks of duty? Fl) — away 

Send me the captain of the watch Good CAL ED, 

Speed to the ſeveral nobles of the city, 

And bid them to the ſenate; ſay, ourſelf 

Will haſte to Join I my friend! 


Exit CALIZD. 
Who waits ?— 5b 


Enter Car rAix of the Watch. . 


Captain, thy truſt is great; ſo is our confidence, 
Alike repoſing on thy faith and valour. 
Set up a double watch on Uzza's tower 3.,—_—" 
See our gates cloſed; and, on the inſtant, cult © 8 
A choſen band for the patrole—Goad. 61-29% 
Walk thou the round in perſon, if thou feeſt 
A face that catches / at ſuſpicion, ſeize, ' 


And bring him to our preſence. . (Exit Cen. 8557 
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Enter another MzsSENGER. 


Now—what's the tidings ? 
Mzess. ManomerT, my lord, 
Greets you by his ambaſſador. 
Sor. Conduct him 
Thou mayſt retire, my child; whate'er arrives, 
Thou ſhalt partake it truely. [Exit Pal urRA. 


S c EN E III. 
SoPHEIANn alone. 


So, now *tis come—thy will, Omnipotence |! 

For thou doſt rule the hour, wherein SopRHEIAx, 
Or his great foe, muſt fall! If human juſtice 
Might now decide - but O, *tis weak, *ti —_— 
Thy judgments fink an infinite beneath, 

And mock the mortal fathom !— 

He comes, the ambaſſador—ha! on my credence, 
And ſhews a preſence, that, from ruder ears, 


Might well beſpeak his hearing! 


A n 3 5 0 
Te Sopnman, Zauns, 


Zar. Thus Heaven's interpreter, to Ne 
 SOPHEIAN, 4 

Sends peace, forerunning peace. 

Sopk. I ſee his policy 1 

Where ſuch angelic envoys lead his miſſion, 
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He would inſinuate that a god muſt follow. 
What would this new divinity ? 
Zaen. My lord, 
Spare mockery To any, ſave SOPHEIAN, 
We ſhould reply in thunder but, to you, _ 
Soft as the ſouthern breeze !—To your: great 
MAHOMET 


Sends invitation, unity of ſouls, 
And greeting, given as to a ſecond ſon 


Dominion, and the glorious toils that wait 
The reformation of the world, the fellowſhip 
Of faith, and heavenly miſſion— | 
Sopn. Faith, what faith? 
Miſſion from whom ?— _ | 
Zaen. From that Omnipotence, 
W hoſe power inveſts him to the darken'd world. 
As when ſome comet, with portentous blaze, 


Springs from the weſt, and flames around the 
globe; 


Of high appointing Heaven He bids you w 


| So moves the ſword of our illuſtrious Prophet, 


Suſpended o'er the nations 
Sopn. Is terror then the only attribute 


That cloaths your Prophet ?—Speak, what won- | 
ders wait him? f 


Will 8 dead hear his voice, will nature bend 


Obſequious to his bidding? By what ſeal 
Doth Heaven atteſt his embaſſy ? 


Zap. By conqueſt ! 


Soen. So earthquakes yawn, to fallow na- 
tions up; . 


Vobis 
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e rage, and waſting plagues advance, 
Commiſſionꝰd to deſtruction 
ZaPH. MAanomeT 
Will beſt reſolve thoſe doubts - but, for the preſent, 
He bids your gates unfold to his approach, 
And that SophEIAN meet his terms of love 
With anſwering amity. | 
Soz. Bear back his greeting; ; 
And tell the robber, that SOPHEIAN') $ anſwer 
Lies in his ſword, - 
Zarn. You have a captive. 
SOPH, True. . 
Zap. A fair one. 
Sorg. So I think her.. 
Zarh. What's her ranſom ? 
Son. I weigh not worth with gold to me the 
„ 
Above all price; and Mahonzr muſt find 
New worlds to conquer, ere he can redeem her. 


— 


Zan. That reverend form —patience !—thou | 


canſt not mean 
Say, by what right thou dareſt to detain her? 
Sopn. Even by that right, young a, by which 
your Prophet 
Claims univerſal monarchy—by conqueſt ! \ FREE 
Zark. Know you her birth know you her 
merits ? Gs 
SOPH, Ves 


She is your Sultan's daughter, and my gave 
LZ ar nv puts his hand to his ſword. 


What wouldſt thou, boy ? Shall I not uſe my ſlave? 


N Hath not your pious ManoMET his Haram, 


===—== ee, 


Sa . 5 ff co St iS hos 
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Where, while on earth, he antedates his heaven, j — 
In all the luſts of his luxuriant riots? | 
Zaen, You would not - durſt not But Im 
| cool again— 8 
Did not the law of nations 
Sor. O, tis well— W | 
I like thy ſpirit, child; and, chough I I hold her 
Prized as my realm, I do approve thee yet 
A mate to her beſt worth. 
Zaph. You mock your ſervant. 
Soepn. No, by my life! 
Z APH. O ſir, how low, how humbled, 
The frail, raſh, heady thing, this toy of youth, 
When ſhown, and ſhrunk in your ſuperior preſence! 
But, by that awful virtue, I conjure vou. 
Which guards your form, and opens in your aſpect, 
Do not deſpiſe my tears ls ſhe not ?=O—— _ 
SorH. Yes, by my honour, I do think her pure, 
Even as the roſe of ſpring, whoſe folded bloom 
u Ne'er open'd to the breeze. 
Zapf. When time will ſerve, _ 
| My life ſhall thank you for it—O Serürlan 1 
h Let me, now, ſtep a miniſter of peace, | : 
Between your virtue and our conquering Prophet ; 
Before whoſe power, the kingdoms of the earth 
r Bend like the bladed harveſt !—Atr his touch, 
Your walls muſt crumble, and your palaces + 
Sink to the pavement—Grant him but a con- 
„ knee: 
Sorg. Never. 1 
| Zan. Then thus he ſpeaks his laſt decree— 
It not the peaceful terms s of pious friendſhip, 
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If not the wealth of rifled provinces, 


X 95 The fate of his own children! 


What children, ſayſt thou? | 


Nor yet the dread of our impending arm, 
Can bend the flinty temper of Sornzran; © 
Can bribe him to reſign PaLMyra—then, 
Soyn. Then—what muſt follow? 
Zap. Bid him, then, beware 


SopRH. Amazement 


Zapf. Truſt me, fir, 1 

He vows, by all the ſanctities of Heaven, | 

\ They both are living. 4 
SOPHe Living ?—faid you, living? | 

My children both my children here? — 

O miracle 
Indulgent powers What country have 30u 
_ cen them? 

My ſon and daughter too ?—Alas—perhaps 

Expoſed to wretchedneſs, oppreſt with bondage 

Inform me, youth my children, my dear infants! — 
Zarn. Ye powers, how. Singred are the ſoft 

delights 

That flow from nature's feelings ed ſir, 

Tis ſure your children are moſt ſafe—the reſt 

Will be declared at meeting. 
Sorh. Haſte, kind youth— - | 

Les, we may meet . the ſafety of my little ones 

Hath whiten'd half his crimes But mark me well, 

For yet I truſt not to your Propher's n ; 

Or his high boaſted fable—bid his army 

- Repoſe beyond the plain; he may, in 6 

Enter with due attendance, and my honour __ 


oft 
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Wich * hoſtages ſhall be impawn'd, 


2X For his return in ſafety. 


Zaen, Well, I truſt, 

Your terms ſhall meet acceptance. 

Sorx. Further yet— | 
To ſhew, brave youth, the paſſion thou'ſt betray'd 
For our fair captive, moves no jealous bearing; 
PaLMyRa ſhall prepare for thy return, 

And in my palace wait a private hearing. f 

Zap. All thanks are . may your eyes, 

with joy, 


Z From thoſe, your loſt and FAR * twice born 


infants, 
Behold a line of princes ! May you hive 


Till honour can admit of no increaſe, 


And years diſmiſs you to the ave in peace | 


[Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE I. The Parace, | 


PaLmyRA and ZAPHNA meet. 


Zarn, DALM TRA! 1 
Par. I Zarptinal— | 9 | 
Zapa. Do I hear that voice ?— | 
Do I then hold thee? gaze upon thoſe eyes, 
That open their returning dawn upon me ?— 
O my life's life !—'rwas a long night of abſence, 
And buſied in ſuch dreams of dire diſtraction, 
As thus to ſee thee could alone compenſate— 
Thus, thus to wake in bliſs !— 
Par. My love, my Zarana! 
My fears for you were twice my own diſtreſs ; 
For here, within, a friend of your's was buſy, 
Who gueſs'd your pains, and number'd all your 
ſufferings. 
Zaen. Would you believe I could ſurvive in 
pPangs, | 
Greater than what expiring wretches feel 
In the laſt ſtruggle, when the ſoul is parting? | 
And yet, I know not how, ſome ſtrengthening power 
Whitper'd a * and bid * ZAPHNA live. | 
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Pal. Bleſt be that power, for ſure he meant 
| this meeting! 


And 0 my ZayHNa, were my e conſulted, 


Better to die a thouſand deaths e 


Than live to part again. 

ZapH. Part? — no, PALMY RAI 
That hope makes all my happineſs on earth, 
In death my comfort, and my heaven hereafter. 
Well did the faith of thy foreſeeing father, 
Fill up his bleſt eternity with love: 
Then, as my fair Parmyra ſtood before him, 
He caught the viſion of celeſtial beauty, 
And drew his future paradiſe from thee! 


Pal. Delightful flatteryl And yet, my ZaAuν 
Who knows but Heaven, indulgent to my wiſhes, 
May, in the region of exalted charms, 

Improve the pittance of PaLuvys a's beauty, 
And make me worthy thy immortal paſſion ? 


But tell me, haſt thou ſeen Soynt1 an ?—Say, 


Will he reſtore me to my wonted happineſs, | 
Once more to liberty, to love, and Zarana? 
Zan. So ſtands my N reverend ſire 
cFConſents 
To Ne baek thy beauties, 1 in exchange 
For his own children. 
Par. Are they living, then? 3 
O the good man !—Methinks I ſee their meeting 


The royal parent, in his tears majeſtick, | 
Suſpended oer his children; and the joy, 


The extaſy, my Zarhxa, of thoſe orphans, 
Reſtored to ſuch a father! 


Ex. Zan. 


24 _ __FHE-IMPOSTOR. 
Zan. Aber ſouls - ᷑ 
How much the ſame! thy very 3 are mine 
And my heart melts with my PALMvRA“8 ſoftneſs. 
A kindred feeling too - myſelf an orp¾han, 
Dropt, as the Prophet ſaith, amid the ſtorm 
Of ſome ſack'd town, the chil; of war and chance, 
Not worth a further ſearch; and yet aſpiring- 
To thee, bright daughter of the Dawn of Truth 
Star of that Heaven, ho conſtizures thy Gro. 
by + 5 Angel of his word e ee 
A, Thou art, my 8 211 5 i 
Suffice to thyſelf; the mighty beie 
Of thy own virtues, ſeated firm and high 
O'er all that's built upon the failing props _ 
Ot birth and empire Art thou not the arm 
of my great fire, Heaven's ſubſtituted bolt, 
+288 23, Whereyith our Prophet ſtrikes the proſtrate world? 
Zarn. There is a fear—there is a fear, Be 
„ MYRA |—_ : 
The thought bath open'd ſuch a — 5 before me, 
That my mind, plun ging down her A CAFR BSI, 
Pre- occupies perdition - 
Pal. What's ſo high, 
W hereto my hero may not lift his hope { TE 
What has he, then, to fear? 
Zaen. Returning late, 
From Tabuc, Pauman, Eyla, by my arms 
Subdued all fluſh'd, and rapid on my way, x 
The Prophet met me; caught me to his breaſt 3 
And, ere bow'd ney to due proſtration, | 3 
« ZapH¹⁰lN, he cried, « NF. Zarnxa, by that 
| power 
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Who leads the leaders of our hoſt ! demand, 


e And take thy wiſh.” —As ſudden, 1 pa 
« PALMYRA is the daughter of our Prophet!“ 


I ſpoke, and ſought the earth Deep ſilence follow 'd, 


When to my lifted eye, his cheek, all pale, 
Uſurp'd a tranſient ſmile to ſmooth his anſwer 720 


I ſee,” he cry'd, I ſee that hour at hand, 

* Wherein thou wilt unthread this raſh requeſt, 

* And flee whom now thou followeſt ! TY) 
Pai. Ah, undone ! | 

If ZAaPHNa can be doom'd to ſuch a treaſon. . 
ZAPH. Forbear, my love !—to me wan thou 


impute— 


| Urge not to frenzy To thy a creatures 
Give other bleſſings, Heaven ! thou know'ſt that 


ZAPHNA 
Can taſte but one—In her, as in the grave, — 


Is every ſenſe abſorb'd—to my PALMYRA, 


To this ſole point, whate'er I build for hope, 
Here or hereafter, comes-—-ſap me this prop, 
Heaven, earth, and all, are hurried from exiſtence, | 


: And ZAPHNA finks for ever! 


Par. Then, what more? 
Since that our hearts are ratified above, 


Ere aught below ſhould wreſt the ſacred knot, 


I'd prove a parent to my own affections, SITS 
And give where Heaven appoints. 
Zark. Wilt ſeal that compact? 


1 7 9 a 


* 3? 
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babnowed e 3» Poke , aber or 

garn Nearly? + 111  COpens/his/arms. 
PAL. Dearly ſeal Wie e th Tuer. embrace: 

Tarn. O the rapture 1 6 5 


doubt my time the . s on his way— | 
He will'd meito-attend him ere his entrance, 

And thence return the , of his faith , 
To Mexca's chief. porys p14 or CPE 157 22 
Pai. What here? : 

Zaen. To thee, my love! 1 
Pau. Let it be ſoon, my Zar nua. 5 
Zak. Soul of my ſoul, ev'n ving's by my 
own wiſhes ! ; F 
Ae ufo wr | 
PA. May tlie Ee e quit: all other charge; 
To take thee to their * ee 3 


. I" 65 8 2 * 2 . 


„. 


8 CE * E 11. | 


£6 A street in Mecca. 


F 644+ * 
1 


phal chariot by ſeveral ſlaves, his captains, &c. 
attending: The Mob divide, and, as he advances, 
range on each {ide of the ſtage, and fall proftrate. | 


Mano. People of Mecca, riſe 1915 8 day is 
come,  - IN 
Ye favour'd of the kleene choſen brotllers 


Laſt 


* 


CC ˙ ͤ—bil , ] ¹uumn ] . — ( 


| Manon eniors cramped, "and MEN in p 4M | 
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Taft call'd, yet firſt regarded!—ſee ye not, 

= As at the prayer of our primeval ſire, 
of Adam, firſt of men, your Caaba, 

| Your temple, once of golden architrave, _ 
Dropt by the wondring ſtars in ſheets of light, 
| Fram'd by angelic builders—fee ye not 
Like glory now deſcending !—Long in night, 
| More dark and blacken'd by the guilt of man, 
Did Mecca lie entranced, even from the flood, 

= Wherein her ſacred temple was o'erthrown, _ 
with nature ſuffering wreck—till Abraham, 

Great father of our father Iſhmael, 
Directed by a ſtar, the holy Sheckinah, 
As twilight glimmering through a duſky world, 
Here built again your ſacred fane, reſtored 
Of groſs materials—true—but more debaſed, 
By future profanation—pagods foul, _ 
The abomination of the times !—Yet, Mecca! 
Ariſe as from the tomb—thou favourite city, 
Ariſe as from the tomb! Thy hour is come, 
When this, thy hallow'd temple, ſhall be cloath'd 
With more than priſtine glory! — Toward the ſun, 
As when the Perſians eaſtward bend their heads 
To his upriſing beam, ſo, turn'd to thee, 
And to thy Caaba, the nations round, 
Eaſt, weſt, and north, and ſouth, a proſtrate world, 7 
Shall bend the diſtant knee Behold - the light, 
The light is come upon ye - born by me, 
Heaven's preſent Angel |— 


The Mob ſhout, and cry, AManowzr! a 8 
2 Prophet ! a preſent Prophet! and again fall proftrate, 


_— 


'SCENE 
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an M4 4 


Enter. Sonatas. 


Son. O prbfanätibnl— Hell, thy miniſter 
Ulurping godhead, and proſtration due 
But to the higheſt k—Can I bear it? — Shall aught 

| That's mortal, ſway to this ?—My children, Par- 

don !— | 
/ You are but two—theſe thouſands, theſe ſeduced, 
' My people, and my children too Away, 
| Conforming baſeneſs ! duty, to thy taſk — 


Let Heaven provide events 


Manomert deſcends from his throne and EPR 
toward SorREIAN. 


Mano. Hail to the prince of Wand thee 
| all bail E {4 
To Heaven's appointed, to our 1 Prophet, 
Aſſumed to ſacred miniftry, the feal | 
And brother of our word! | 
Son. Away, impoſtor . 
| | | Confuſion to thy greeting Is it thus 
Thou didſt propoſe to treat? by ſap and lure, 
Thou ſubtle miner? didſt thou hope, vain. man! 
I'd barter truth for treaſon ?—never, never. 
T will not ſet my ſubjects to the ſale, | | 
Sons of my truſt, for whom my years have travail'd! 
Out of my realm, thou ſcepter'd vagrant—hence! 
Mako. Stop, ſtop the bolt, ye ready ae | 
Nor ſtrike miſtaking blaſphemy—O ſtop, | 
I do arreft your arm Knew you not, aha, 
That Heaven hath ſtee'd the heart of this his 


_ choſen, | 3 ä 
3 5 In 


1 


- THE IMPOSTOR "gr 
n him to ſhew the wonders of his might, 


ny quick converſion ?— 
Son. O wily n but ru crak thy wins 
Even in their proper e Sia n 
Liſt not to this bad man— l am like „ en 


Simple and plain, and of ſuch level ſenſe 
s Heaven gives honeſty. This arch-deceiver 
PDoth ſay he's from above; ſo you, or I, 0 


d, Might ſay with equal right—who ſaw him go, 
or come from thence? If this is nnn. am- 
baſſador, | 
Aſk him for his credentials—Who ſo bn 
8 To give the ſlighteſt value of his purſe, 


Leſs the rich worth of his eternal faith, 

we Upon a wordy tale, no character 6 

No token vouching ?—Bid the juggler ſhew, 

At leaſt, ſome tricks, ſome lightings: of his art, 

To duſt our eye of reaſon, 

Mano. Thedeep Serene moves not at idle breaths 
Nor will Heaven deigh, by frolic, to indulge ; 
The wantonneſs of man. His Prophets come, 
Each veſted in the proper attribute 
That doth atteſt his miſſion, Noah ſo 
Came cloath'd in juſtice, and in clemency 
The ſon of Amram ; Solomon in wiſdom ! | 
But, veſted in the wonders of his power, 

The laſt and mightieſt, I . £9.90] 
Son. His power wherein expreſt | 
Mano. The world BUY felt rhe ighrningof mY 

eye, 

And 1 of my arm! | © 4 

* Sorg. 
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Soz. Such was the claim of Ammots boat. 
ec d ſon; | 6 
Such Nero's, when he ript his at's ants; 
And laughing ſet his native Rome on fire; | 
Prophets and plagues alike Mars A bend, my 
| ple! 
Kneel to this peſtilence, this fiend ſent Py | 
To blaſt fair nature. Heaven thy worſhippers | 
| Do thank thee for creation who is, then, | 
| This image of thy power revers'd? his taſk _ 
| To uncreate; depopulate and waſte 2 
The beauty of thy works! bf 
Mano. Defamer, no!— ; 
For to the faithful I promulge glad 8 
Due trophies, glory won of high exploits; _ 
| | SGoad things on earth, and endleſs joys hereafter. 
= - : Sopn. Have we then TINO thee to my Las 
'S | -. - radiſe,. | 
Thou jolly Prophet dil, « . bond, 
The feaſt, the rolling eye, and wanton * | 
To ſtir decaying appetite above |— iz ( 
Yet art thou juſt in this; thy followers, Fi: 


Firſt taught to caſt humanity aſide; - | - I 
Are then rewarded with the bliſs of brutes— wart I 
Fit heaven to fit earth! luſt, earn'd by blood! 1 
Mano, Curſe on thy” nen Des thou 1 

not know, ,. | = 

The ways of ſenſe are all the avenues. E 


That lead to knowledge? all the r wer 
Or earth or heaven can be reveal'd? | 11 
den. 'Tis falle, | % 
{1 "The man is ſoul * a living Gul! | 11 
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His ſenſes, appetites, his body, all 
Scarce a thin ſurface to his deep exiſtence; 
His ſlaves, detach'd for grols intelligence 


Twixt him and this ſlight world, his petty neigh- 


bour. - 
His proper faculties are rk all 
Internal to himſelf ; the eye of reaſon, 
The touch that thrills humanity, the taſte 
The appetite for goodneſs, whereupon 
This embryon angel feeds, as in his ſhell, 
Till fledg'd for Heaven 


Said I, the ſenſes were the ſlaves of man? 


Too oft his tyrants, enemies at all times, 
To be oppoſed, ſubjected, and repreſt; 


Soul againſt ſenſe to wage perpetual war, 


Till Heaven ſhall quit the lumber : tis the cha- 


racter 
That ſevers man from beaſt, 00 a Prophet! 
Mano. Damnation !—Fiends and fire !—Down, 


down, ye thunders, 


Cruſh the blaſphemer e — "ne; ye 


nations! 5 
Let late poſterity attend—1 come not \ 


In the weak coil of words, bur — of power 3 | 


To quell with arms, not fence at argument. 
The world is warpt, and bids our flag expand, 


The bloody impreſs that ſhall ſeal our law, 


Even to the end of _—_ Who carps, who 
cavils, 3 , | 

I give his tortured carcaſs to impalement, 

His damned ſpirit to the deep!—Away— 

To arms, brave Ali to our hoſt—lead on 


Vo“. III, 3 The 
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The morrow's ſun beholds the truce expired, 

And Mecca in the duſt !—=Go—leave me 

5 His attendants retire. 
SOPH. Go, my people! | [Peaſants retire, 


SCENE V. 


ManomerT and SoPHBIAN for ſome time continue ſilent, 
ManomEeT looking ftern, and SoPHEIan with a 
contemptuous ſmile. | 


Sor n. Prophet, thou art moved— 

Lino Soenerant! © 

Sopn. Say. #7 | | 

Mano. I came to thee, in Peace thou haſt 

murder'd peace! 

1 did intend thee honours, that might "YR 
Theeye to upward gazing—Thy loved hilde 
Even as my own, I've foſter*d— 

Sorg. That, indeed, bends to thy ſervice. 

Mano. Hell ! doſt talk of ſervice? | 
Thou haſt expoſed and ſet at nought my miſſion ! 5 
There's but one way 

Soyn. Declare. yl 

Mano. Embrace it inſtantly— Far 

Soen. If not oc 

Mano. Thou art a wretched faber — 

Sopn. Ha! | 


Mano. And that lone trunk deſornds into the 
- dat, ©: | 4 

No twig ſurviving. . | i 
SOPH. Thou art not Maat dil 


ee Mano, 


0. 


From the kind milk of nature 


Wound up to agony ; and 5 chaſte girl 
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Mano. Doſt thou not know me? 
SoPH. O, too well! 
Mano, Enough 
Sopa. Thou wouldſt not yet—thou art, 2 : 
a father! 
Thy child too in my power—beware of that! Tas 
Mano, Fool, fool, to tempt me fo—l dare thy 
utmoſt; 
For thou art good, 0 canſt not ſwerve a hair 
Sorn. Art inexorable ? 
Take back thy child; with her my gems, my 
ſtores — | 
Strip all, ſave that which will not profit thee, | 
A little truth to cloath me. | 
Mano. *Tis in vain— | 
Sopn. Let me but ſee them — tis not much to 
grant 
But once to fold them in a father's boſom, 
A firſt and laſt embrace ! 
Mano. Yes—when thy ſon is writhing on the 
pale, 


To my licentious ſoldiers caſt abroad, 
As proſtituted air—then— 
Sora. O miſerable |— 
Idol of terrors, mighty fiend, yet hold— 


[As SornHElan ſpeaks, he catches at ManoMET, and 
| bends towards him in a ſupplicating poſture. 6 


| Mano. What! have I found thee 
At feet, mine enemy ?— 


D 2 | Ha, 


236 THE IMPOSTOR. 
Ha, ha, ks ha!—Ten. thouſand curſes 3 


thee ! [Exit. 
Soph. The powers of hell are pitileſs; z and 
5 Heaven, 


Where pity is, we make our laſt e 

When elſe no arm can aid -O children, children! 
Your fate is urgent; and the bolt once launch'd, 
What prayer can intercept ?—Yes, to Omnipotence, 
That inſtant may be ſpun into an age, 

For grace to intervene, O, then, be quick — 

Let thy ſwift power fill up my weak dependence! 
Upon him, down ! ofertake him in the midſt 
Even of his proud career! his broad blown glories, 
O blaſt them, blaſt the tyrant! ſtaunch the ſluice 
Of the wide bleeding world, this day, this hour 
And ler the faith of erring mortals know, 


Tis Heaven that winds thro? every path below. 
| 2 


» 
p \ 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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TOLL 
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ZAPHNA and PALMYRA on one fide, and SOPHEIAN 
. on the other. 


her train, 


| truſt, are near l Ha, if 1 judge aright, 


ZAPH. Jer to our generous hoſt— peace and 


Joy hath no dwelling here - they are the characters 


Of grief and deep diſmay, that may be read 


Throughout that reverend form Say, royal ſir, 


Have you not met? 


Sopn. Yes, ZAPHNA. 
Zapf. Treated ? 


Soen. Yes. 


ZApH. And how? foi 


SopH. What boots the tale? 
Zaen. I doubt, my lord 


Pray pardon, - that your port hath haply ſeem'd 


Too much aloft, unbending to our Prophet; 


For I did hear him, with an ample heart, 
Speak of dear terms, and e good toward 


you. 


Soph. I did deſcend 1 a low man's level; 
Beſought, with tears beſought him, for wy children, 


Even at his knee, 
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To ſay he's yet my debtor. I will ſeek him, 
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Par. O grace !—and what hath chanced ? 

SopH. Perhaps even now my ſon is on the pale; 
And the chaſte honours of my dearer ns 4 
Thrown to the public camp. 

Par. And did you then, 
Forget PaLuyRa—when the chains of one 
Might ranſom both your children? 

Soph. I did add 
Even all my treaſures in exchange. 

Parl. Ah, Heaven! 


have then no father=ZaynxA, thou art all, 


The only friend that's left ! 
'Zapn. Royal SopREIAV— 
I am your hoſtage; and, where Tm known, my 
Honour | 
Unqueſtion'd as the light. I am more than hoſtage, 
Bound from my ſoul to your beſt vantage, ever 
I have ſerved our Prophet from the earlieſt hour, 


That arms e'er cloath'd an infant; a flight boaſt, 


I will inveſt me with your ſuit—meanwhile | 5 
My faith remains your ſurety. 5 
SopH. Generous youth! mY 
Go—and the bleſſings of a forlorn father 
Still wait on thee my ſon. | 5 n 
Zarh. Peace be your gueſt 5 


A quick return ſhall meet your ampleſt wiſhes. 
| [Exit ZarHNA. 


Par. Alas! my lord; and hath 121 once fond 
father 
Caſt off his child ? could a ſhort abſence thus s 


Efface great nature's impreſs ? | 
2 N 2 Sök 


ond 


OPH 
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Sor. Though I menaced— 
Heaven knows how diſtant from my hear: to 
uſe thee 


Below thy leaſt deſervings.— 
Par. Could I think | it? 


When memory goes back to its firſt ſtage, 
It meets his kindneſs there, which thence came on- 


ward, | 
Encreaſing as my days. My prate alone 
Could caſt his care, new form his face to ſmiles ; 
I ſeem'd his little mint for daily pleaſures, 
Lived at his knee, and grew but in his eye. 
Can I forget with what continued rapture, 


He ſince hath caught and held me to his boſom, 


As from his being I were once again 
To take new root? 

Soph. He knew, VM bln PALM VR A! 
Nature, tho* turn'd to ſavage, could not hurt thee : 
Thence grew his confidence—And yet, ſweet maid, 
Would I might wean thee to my own affection! 
For much I fear thy father—much I fear, 

No child of mine ſhall cloſe my eyes in death, 
Twice born, and now twice buried, - 

Par. O, my maſter! _ 

Should a hair fall that hangs upon your peace, 
On his own daughter, even upon myſelf, 


PI do you vengeance. 


Sopk. Generous, gentle heart !— 


Come, my beſt child, and while our Zapuna's | 


abſent, 


Let's wear the hour, and mingle 1070 with tears; 


24 Weep 
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. Weep where we mult, . but ſmile whene'er we | 
3 
Since woeful is the ſtate ordain'd for man, [Exeunt- 


e 


MAHOME T's Pavilion. | | 


2 ue aa y -Y q > . NY MN = : 
4 : wo a - we are 9 — 
* — — M — * — 
* 


| ManoMert and CAAB. 2 \ 
MaHO. No, Caan—lIf I forgive him - 
No more—his'doom is ſeal'd; for on his ane 
5 a My greatneſs can alone take future growth, ] 
Or needs muſt wither, Didſt thou Wes A | ( 
CaAB. I did 5 5 
"op The imbitter'd envy of had taunts, the infolence a [ 
"A £ Of his imagined triumph. | 
1 . Mano, Curſe on His triumph! it t ſhall * e. - 
_ Caan!l— 
My friend, I'II tell = of this fe Cds q 
From the firſt pluming of my young ambition, - 
He check'd its flight; in war, in prophecy, _ | 5 
My deadlieſt lett! In vain I ſought his friendſhip; I 
He mock'd my dreams, and vilified my os. 


Twas needful, yet, to win him by my arts. 1 

Orcruſh him by my arms. The laſt was doubtful— * 

And, therefore, to retain within my hands Y 

A certain pledge of our projected amity, _ | 1 

] ſeiz'd the lucky vantage of an hour, ; | 
And ſtole his children— _ | > F 


A fool, and bigot! 
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| Mano. Be ſecret then, | 5 


Till time ſhall ſpeak—even ZA⁰ν and Par- 


MYRA |— _ 
CAAB. Say you, my lord, the children of 
 SOPHEIAN ? 
Mano. The ſame; and for that purpoſe d 
them up | 
With all due preference; nay, loved them, Caan— 
And from the dawn of young PaLurra's beauties, - 
Won by I know not what of infant ſweetneſs, - _ 
I mark'd her for my bed; a favourite conſort, 
To give age appetite. But now, my Cas, 


I hate them both, the hoſtile progeny 


Of that old canker'd ſtock ! yet, for PaiMyRa, 
There is a ſort of malicious kindneſs at 


That ſuits our hatred well. 1 muſt enjoy her 


I elſe come ſhort of my own paradiſe, 
A Prophet to no end. 
Caas. My lord! 
Mano. Say, Caas. 
CaAB. Think you, but if SOPHRLAN knew the 
| honours 


You did intend —— 


Mano. No more! I ſee tis vain, 


The fellow is in earneſt 3 has ta'en up 
Whims of I know not what, call'd truth and —— 


honeſty— \ 


Caas. Yet, ſuch weak propenſiies 3 


Have mainly ſerv'd our Prophet. 


Mano, True, my oracle — 


| Though rancourous enemies when once attack d, 


5 | They : 


_ -: - 
+4 


14 
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They make faſt friends. Os: what 5 deal e of 


7&4} 5: PRank a5. 1:5" 
Have we e religion'd i into ie as. 


To what the dictates of plain nature call 
Theft, murder, rapine, ſacrilege yet theſe 


Have faſhion d all our heroes, fr ar gaze 


The demigods of old. qu £1 
_ Caas. Now, from my ſoul, b e CH Y 
I do adore you; worſhip you with E 
Of true recognizance. Tour wifdotn ſums 
Whate'er of power, or elevated attribute, 
Is fabled in divinity. HI 
Mano. Mark, Caas! | 7; 
Would'ſt thrive on earth, appear to look at Hed 
As that were all thy bent; the ae ſaint | 
Still makes the proſperous ſinner. 
*Tis therefore, that, Prometheus-like, reha 
Heaven's altar of enthuſiaſtic mm 
And have my faſts, my prayers, my zeal, and 
cant, 
Spread hands, and whited Wo bez ib al too, 
Good morals, Caas | that have made good men. 
My godſhip to a bett, but I, hereafter, 7 
May have my martyrs too—Whar ak thou, 
CAAB! * EE 75 


+; +a 7 $ 


— 4 


For, on my. foal, 1 do begin to think, 


I have but dream'd of n e on the world, 
And that I am ſent indeed, EY | 
Caas. Moſt high and mighty! A | 
»Tis better as it is—for Heaven, yas” 9 
Had given leſs latitude, | 


COOLER 


Fade" 
a ry. 
:N, 
by 
{ 


nd 


o. 


Thou couldſt perſuade 
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Mao: Say'ſt thou, old chronicle? 


Ha, ha, ha, ha!—Bur to our theme, Nc friend, 
What with Sopurtan? © © 


CAA. Bring your army on. 
Mano. That has its hazard. ; 
Caas. Poiſon then— 

Mano. A dagger 

CAB. A gentle.cup— © 

Mano. Blood, CaaB, blood! 

CaAB. My lord, you know Fm for the cabinet; 

The ſword's too bare a province. 
Mano. Yet, my Caan, © 


* 
Cx 


44 1 by 


2234 


Caas, Whom? 1 
Mano. Ali - no- what thinkſt of Abdoramen ? ? 
CB. It will not do; he's not enough of ſaint, 
Nor yet of ſinner for it—Say, *twere Zarnna. 
Mano. Hal—yes—1 do e glorious 
miſchief !— 
Come to my arms thou prophet of thy prophet !— 
ZaphNA hath ſuch a gallantry of zeal, 
Bid him but on, and | in the name of Heaven, 


He'd ſtrike at Heaven' 8 Supreme — This way, this 


bes of 


More from the fight—until 1 pour into thee, 5 


The horrors that : are brooding i in my ſoul, 
To whelm our foes withal. 1 
CaaB. Pardon, ,my 9 og 5 

1 did not think — this will be parricide.— Ks 
Mano. Out fool—the nobler vengeance | — 
Further, Cann,” 5 805 


1 have a lure to bow this youthful eagle, 


A tempt- 


- a] 8 2 2 WY 25 PIs 4 4 an Bo * * 


If Zap¹HNA does the feat, it were not ſafe 
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A tempting . Jure——be loves PaLmyra—ſo, 
The ſiſter's body for the father's blood 


It is a bargain ſfeal'd—But ere he ſeize 


His quarry, we muſt gorge aum-—there" 8 thy 
tak — 

Tis but the ſweet' ning of the ſacred n 

The cup of our commiſſion, and all's ſafe— 

Then CAAB we ſhall mount as free a as air, 


To love and empire. _ 
Caas. I do think, my maſter, 


He live to rue; they both muſt fall together. 
Mano. Right—This once done, thou art thy 
maſter's maſter. 


Hal by my miſfion—to our wiſh—he comes 
Keep thee aſide, my Caap, (cas retires. 


" 
T , 
f ' 

; 


S E N E ill 


ManoMeT retires to his chair; and, as ZAPHNA | 


enters, affects to be wrapt in a viſion, 


Mano. Thy will in patience I refign | me 
to it— —- 
What, ZaPHNa! is it ZapHNA thou haſt choſen, 
To be the voice, as now he is the arm 
To propagate thy word? I envy not 


I pity—ZaPHNa—O my ſon, my ſon, 


The toils that win the trophies !—thou art young, 
Unequal—pardon, Heaven—thy might, it is | 


Sufficient to him— What a combat firſt 
M uſt wring his heart - torn from itlelf—the will, 


—— — 
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Self. will rent from him—by the will above 


Supply'd i ſee—he draws the ſword of Heaven— _ 


He ſtrikes The foe is fallen tis finiſh*d!. 
While Manomer ſpeaks, Zaynna ſtands amazed 


and agitated with various emotions ; then "m_ 
and falls proſtrate. — 


Zan. Thine and thy propher's will, 
Behold your ſervant! 


[After a ſilent pauſe, Manomer pretends to awake, 
and ſeeing Za HNA, ſeems ſurprized. — _ 


Mano. How—Zarana ! | 
What doſt thou here, young man? 
Thou art a hoſtage— 

ZAR. Tis therefore I am come, OF gracious 
| maſter, | 

A ſuitor for my hoſt— 
Mao. Riſe, Zayruna !—No— 
Tis ſtrange—*ris myſtical—'tis wond'rous all. 
Thy doing !—no, my child—for thou art come 
Wide of thyſelf; thou know'ſt not oben, nor 
why— | 
Inviſibly conducted. 
Zap. Lo, great Prophet ! 
Your ſervant's foul is wrapt in energy— 
Strain'd to her wing, and panting for the flight, 
Where you and Heaven appoint. | 
Mano. What wouldſt thou? ha!— 
Zaen, The ſcythe-drawn ſword, to dart amid 
the legions, | 
Mow'd as the ſummer's weed—to plunge the 
flame— 
To ride the whirlwind—cramp'd within the pole, 
To freeze, to ſhiver, in the eternal bite 


Of 
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Of thawleſs winter - 
Or boldly ſtriding on the boit'rous ihe, 
My watry Pegaſus wing'd by the winds, 
To ſcale the pale-ey'd regent of the 4% 
Revealing wonders ! 
Mano. Apt—but foreign quite !— 
Imagination hurries thee, my ſon, 
A thouſand leagues afide—Tis not the plume 
Of new-fledg'd youth, the riot of the blood, 
Nor fiery ſparks that mount upon the blaze 
Of hot ambition; fond conceptions all, 
The quickening of mortality . No more 


—. 


. _—y 
— 


— ..... 


r 


L 


0 
i | Heaven is not in them—'Tis a will debaſed, ] 
0 | I Sunk from itſelf; old nature turn'd and ſtrain'd 
if = - From wonted bendings e e ae . 
10 : reaſon _ jſt 4 
1 Led as a muffled babe N fect 
1 Zap. O take me then, „ 2AL I 
0 Cruſh me into oblivion, that no thought | | 
5 May riſe to further ferment! ! 
Mano. Tis amazing | : C 
Prodigious, what's ordain'd for 0 my „child! | P 


The greater heights, the lowlier thou muſt ſink, 
Prepared for future ſoaring; be a thing | 
Of ſcorn to what-is call'd thy nobler nature, TY. 
In thy own eye a baſe one. A 
 Zayn. O, pronounce !l— _ D 
Jam already all that Heaven would have, 1 
B 
R 
* 


Or nothing.— | 

Mano. That Heaven thou ſerve, Fs a for.” 5 

Z Ap. A foe?. | e 1 

+ Mayo. A dog | F928 5 FL 1 50% Y 
| _ CAP. 
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ions Perhaps, devoted— | | 
Mano. Stab him. tei 
ZApH. Whom? 

MaHo. SOPHEIAN |! 
Zapn. Ha! 
Mano. A ſcoffer— _ 
Zaen. Alas! 
Mano. A blaſphemer of our law, 
n the earth he treads Thou muſeſt, 
ZAPHNA. 
Zan. Not I—no—muſe, my lord 2—1 * 
I would 
Be all obedience. | 
Mano. Take this poniard to ti | 
Tis conſecratea ſteel and thou the prieſt 
Appointed to the ſacrifice ! 
Zan. His children ?— 
I truſt not compaſs'd in the ſire's offences. 1 
Mano. No, they are ta'en to eee 
diſpatch, 
Or thou art loſt for ever | | 
Follow him, CAAB ſhould he fail, enforce hin, 


 __ [Exit Mayomer ſpeaking to Caas. 
ZAPH. Hal Thoughts be ftill—A traitofr— 


murderer— 
A dark, a ſecret villain [then 8 the merit !— 
Down, down, rebellion !—Nature, who art thou 
Whoſe ſenſe would kick at Heaven! ? thou muſt 
thyſelf 

Be ſlain, the previous victim; elſe this feel 
Recoils, no purpoſe on the point. Help, Heaven 
2 ZAPHxA |—or the combat tought within, 


- | Kills 


r IMPOSTOR. | 


Kills the whole man; and power will be as weak 
As will, to this moſt dreadful taſk—O miſery ? 


1 nn. 


SCENE IT 
SoPHEIAN?s Palace. 


SorRHEIA and Carxp meet. 


Son. Friend, are our gates ſecured, our guards ; 


diſpoſed 
All meaſures ta'en againſt ſurprize or treachery, 
Where ſuch an inmate neſtles? 
Car. All is done, „ 

What diligence could act, or prodence dau — 
The danger is not ours. . 
Sorn. How's that, my friend? | 

Car. The common croud, who ever loved your 
| perſon, 
Wean'd of their ſuperſtitious awe of MAnO 
By your laſt conference, have caught a rumour 


Touching your long loſt children, and the danger | 


That threatens at their life—All fired, they run 
To corners, and in ſudden whiſpers plot 
| The fall of the Impoſtor and his followers. 


Soph. Ah Cal ED! wherefore do I know this 


buſineſs ? 
Which known, I muſt prevent. 


Cal. Tis therefore told, 
To be prevented _ 


1 | | | Sor n: 
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Sorn. Does Chriſtianity + . 
Enjoin ſuch heights, ſtupendous to our natures? 
Car. It does—whate'er of worth, truth, can- 
da0iour, honour, | 
Can be ſelected and ſublimed from ang 
Through the whole man it raiſes and expands — 
No out-let for evaſion, no compounding ! 
Your faith is paſs'd; and, to your ſtretch of powers 
You are now the guardian of your foe. 
SOPH, Yet, yet, 
I could have wiſh'd— 
Car. To what effect, SophEIAN ? ; 
The Almighty Faith of which thou art now 2 
feſſor, | | 
In the ſuſpended arm of feeble man 
Arreſts all power; and to itſelf aſſumes 
The ſcope of all events, even to a hair, 
Which on the unbonneted or hoary W 
Gives comfort againſt cold. 
 Sopn. And is it ſo? 
- Car. All known, all noted, balanced, and ad- 
: uſted; 
As in a chymiſt's ſcale Man may ien 
That is his freedom, that his power - no more ' 
e from creation, hath the buſtling world 
er ſway'd Eternal Wiſdom from his line, 
8 atom's deviation. ; 0 
1 Soph. If the end. : 8 
Muſt be, as it muſt be; what booted it, chen, | 
| To ſwerve from excellence ? 
| Car. Only to earn | 
The guilt, but not the iſſue of our 8 


Vol. . For 


Ja. * 
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For will or nill, the ſame effect ſubſcribes 
The over-ruling dictate. , Fear not, then, 
What the ſpectator man may ſtrive to warp 
Amid the works of Heaven—Go thou ſtraight on M5 
And do, as honour bids, | 
- Son. Tis right, tis great, - 

"Tis glorious and my wiſh, ſo prompt of late, 
Shrinks back aſhamed, nor dares abide the beam 
Of ſuch illumination, Haſte, my Can, 

Our word hath paſt : our children let us leave _ 


| To Heaven—let's haſte, my friend, let 8 fly to fave, 


j To reſcue their deſtroyer. 


Car, I go, my lord, 
Sopn. Soft, Carmmulit a word 


4 
As SopPHEFAN and CaL ED confer, Tania enters 
at a diſtance. 


Zarn. He's there - the accurs'd of Heaven and 
of his Prophet !— 
The trampler of our law, the victim due 1 
Come, ye aſſociates of the cloſe aſſaſſin, 


5 Diſſimulation, ſmooth-faced crucky, 5 | 


And lurking treaſon aid my pious purpoſe 
That I may, ſmile and talk, and ſmile and ſtab, 


For Heaven, and for the word! : hs 
[Exit ITY 


ab; 83 welcome! 
O doubly welcome now; for I began. 
To fear for Thee, my fon! - 
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Zapn. For me, my lord? - 

| Sopn., Yes—the unruly mob are ripe for miſ⸗ 

chief; a | 

And, in, their fury, bent to maſſacre 
Your Prophet and his train. 


4 


Zap. A tale worth liftening, | [Afde. 
Sopzk. But, thanks to Heaven thou art return'd. 
in ſafety. 


My children do they live? 


Zapf. They do. 

Soph. Alas! 
I ſee thy plea hath been but half a winner: 
But my PALM VYRA kindly hath engaged 
To urge the dear petition to her father, 
With all her winning rhetoric — Thou, my ZApHNMA, 
Stir not to tempt the danger of the hour; 
Already have I ſent, and now 1 go 
To quell this tumult. | 

Zarn,. Wherefore—why, my lord, | 
Wherefore to quell ? does not your ful deſire 
Perdition to our Prophet ? 

Soph. Front to front, 
Or in the field, where apen honour leads, 
Yes, to the death I'd cope him—but not ſap 
By mineing treachery. 

Zarh. O Heaven I- But think— _ 
Check fortune now, and what may follow? —ha ! 


Do you not hate, do you not fear him? 


SOPH. No 


My towering faith informs, that guilt alone _— 


Is real evil hat can man do, more 
1 31 
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Than Heaven gives ſcope? in that my cruſt is pillar d. 
I fear hin not, therefore I cannot hate him 
The armed hand may ſtroak the cockatrice, 
Admire her ſpeckled creſt, and pearled ſcale, 
When fearleſs of her ſting. 

\.Zapn. That ſtrikes a light— 
But O, froin me how diſtant !—uſt of force 
To dazzle, not to warm me. ___ [Afide, 

Sopn. I muſt hence. 


Till my return, this roof is thy aſylum— 


Would it were ever fo! | [Going. 
Zayn. Indeed, my lord !— 
And do you wiſh my ſafety ?—tis too much 
_ Sorn. Ah, Zapnxa, how unkind 15 queſtion! 
—Yes, | 
Thou generous youth, would I might ever hold 
thee, | 
By all the twining bonds of dear affeQion ! 
Thoſe children that thy Prophet would impoſe, 
Perhaps know not whom—a foreign offspring 
O Heavens, that I might win thee but from this 
I will not do thy ear offence, my ſon, 
To name him by his merits—why that ſigh f. — 
That thou, I ſay, and thy Parma, here, 
Might reign with me in Mecca; ſhare between ye. 


| My heart, my wealth, my ſcepter What, in 


tears! 
Zap. Oh, pardon 90 
Soph. Nay, I muſt prevent thy knee; 
It is not in thy noble nature, ZaAbHNA, 5, 
To want a pardon—bur that I do love thee, © 


Px, : 8 i Let 


„ 


1 
1 


| Let this, 4 . be witneh ku FI el. 


| [Embraces. 


May grace and honour guard thee! lx 


Zarh. Guard me ?— 
That was his gentle prayer—O no, my father! 


Fiends catch me firſt, and may the Heavens guard 


thee 

From traitors ſuch as Zaypana |—Said I, Heaven? 

Heaven! what is Heaven —3 prompter to ingra- 
titude? 

To breach of faith, cloſe couching treac heries, 

And murders I EF then mill none of 
Heaven root 

He'll to the infernals firſt, the place oppoſed 


To ſuch a Heaven, and dwell condemn'd to virtue. 


f 


SCENE vI. 


Enter Caan cautiouſly, 5 


Cs. ZarhNAI my lord, my lord Zibb 


Zaph. CAAB What doſt thou here? 
 Caas. O, my good lord the Prophet— | 
Zaen. Damn the Prophet - = 
Thee, and his other inſtruments of practice, | | 4 
The word he utters, and the heaven he worſhips! pr 
CaAB. O the good angel |—ZAPHNA Mercy 
take us! 
Where have you caught this frenzy ! 
Zaen. Out, thou ſlave! 
THop: under ſerpent, poiſoning as thou goeſt 
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By curs'd infinuation ; leaving in 
Thy venom in the track. 


CAAB. What this will coſt | 


by you ſhall know—what grief, what penitence 


Zarn. I care not I renounce thy ſect— thy 
maſter, 


And thee thou image of his droſs; his vile, 
His worſt impreſſion. | 


Caap. What hath chanced? I hope— 
hope you have not—l am ſent aich. | 
To intercept. the ſtroke—and bring you to. him. 
Zan. To intercept it, ſay you? , 

Caas..Yea, my lord Fa 
SoPHEIAN hath ſent terms of due ſubmiſſion, 
Of ſuit and humble prayer to be received 
To grace and to the law. 

Zapn, Sayſt thou, of ſuit ?— 

And terms—what terms, good Caas ? 
 Caas. Nay, I know not- 
Zar. Pardon, a young man's raſhneſs—Say, 
my friend— 

CAA. In ſooth, tis but furmiſe. 

Zapn. Of what? unfold— 

CAAB. It were not well, | 

"Zart, Kind Chan Eo 44s 

Caan. Have you er SR SF UL 


Remark'd à ſort of kindneſs in SoPiziAN; 


Touching our ſultan's daughter? 
Zarn. Often ye - 

He doth confeſs as much. n 
CAB. I only know, | 


* he man hath ys deſires, and appetites ; $ 


LO - — 


. the lady hath tenipticons too, 


That I know not. 
Z APH. Thou haſt a further cauſe. 


CAB. No more in truth, than what my dif- 

| tant ear 

Caught of brief accents, when with Manoner 
He held a private conference. | 

Zak. In private? 

| Caas. Yes. 

Zarh. And what didſt gather 3 

CaAB3. There, my lord, 
Your pardon— _ 
My fouP's beſt worth could ſcarce abide the : charge 
Of ſuch a revelation, 

 Zaen, He did ſhew, 
A face and port of ſuch an open tendetice, 
I could not ſtray -I think— _ 
I he doth hold me fair, and play me deep; 
I will have ſuch atonement of his tan 
Such mercileſs account— _ 
 Caas. O, let not me, 
Be author of ill thoughts I may have err'd, 

Zayn, Where ſhall I turn? If I look op to 
Heaven, . 

165 confounded from his attribute, 
Nor know the power I pray to- if on earth, 
Deſign, and craft, and covert policy, 
Lie ambuſh'd in the ſocial face of friendſhip, 
And trip at confidence. 

CAAB. Take patience to you. 

Zaen, Why was 1 born? —O, what i is man 2—a 


thing, | 
E 4 | Form'd 


* 


— 


He ripens into rottenneſs Away 


A voyage? no—that hath its chart, its conjpaſs, 


Now here, now there, he's wet ; 1 por knows a 
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Form'd for the ſport of ſome facetious deity! Ka: 


A veſſel fill'd with adverſe elements, 
Wherein his chymiſt would experiment 


The wantonneſs of warfare.— In his infancy, F 


The bud how tender !—ſhould he ſcape the froſt, 
How ſhort the bloſſom |—bring him to the fruit, 


With ſuch an inſignificance an edifice, 
Built for the blaſt, a voyage but for the wreck 


A ſtar whereby to ſteer, and haply may 

Attain ſome haven— man 1s but a ſkiff, 

Toſs'd out to chance; his boaſted pilot, reaſon, 
A fluggard ſet to argue, not to act | 
Againſt the tempeſt of contending paſſions, 


ſteerage— | 
No ground to anchor, and no Kill to . 'S af 
The N butt of every wind a and tide ! : 


„nt. 
1 
N 
| 
« U i * 2 
END OF THE THIRD ACT, X 
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ACT. 
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THE IMPOSTOR & 


"AG, ¶ 
 MaHomMET's Pavillion, + 


To Manouer enter PatnyRA. 


Mano. ALMYRA here Come to r 
arms, my daughter. 
Par. If 1 muſt loſe your love—your bleſſing, 
„ 
Is yet a boon, which ſure I have 5 not forfeited * 


By any lapſe of duty. | 0 les 5 


M ano. Loved and bleſs'd, e 
Thou art thyſelf the blefling of of the Prophet; 


More loved, than ever Father loved a child. 


[Embrace 
Pal. You did rofl. to ranſom e Th 


| A foreign iſſue to your own PaLmuYRA 3 


WV; 
wW. 


Although to poiſe the lightneſs of my worth, 
The tender father added, in N 
The purchaſe of a realm. 

Mano. He is a villain= - 
SopAzzAN is a dog] 


* 
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Pat. I know not that 
He has proved a gentle parent to your daughter; | 
The beſt of parents ! 
Mano. How? _.. 
Pal. O, pardon, fir ! 
If I haveerr'd, my guilt will ſtand reproved 
In your excels of goodneſs, I am come 
An earneſt ſuitor to you. 7 
Mano. Say, fair pleader. 
Pal. That of your bounty you would Rraight 
remit 
TIES children to their Yew! with all due circum» 
ſtance, 1 
Tha may approve their viech, 5 
Mano. An hour ſhall ſend n 
My lateſt anſwer. | | | wo 
" "Pai. Let it be a kind one : 
' Mano: Truſt me, he ſhan't repine. 


© Thus let me thank yon. | [Bends her knet: 
"And ſhall I bear him back this kind aſſurance ? 
Mund. Not ſb, 'mycehild—you ee r 
Pat, Alas! © | 
My Tord forgets his daughter is a captive. _ 
Mano) T here ſtrike" off wy Teri are of 7" 
love - 
And thats 2 Near retention. 8 
Parl. But, my fd. 
Can you ſtrike off the cba of honovr OY 
That bind me to return? 5 4 \ 
Mano. I can, OM es u HATERS 
Nor may the chance of battle give SopnhEIAx 
N _A right 


wo, 
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”7 right, ſupe dor to what nature gave 7524 wt 


To me thy parent. 
Par. Such SorHeian's plea 
For his own children. 
Mano. He's an infidel, 
A wretch anathemized Compact and fach 
With ſuch a one, is impious. 
Pal. Ah, my father! 
If Heaven's beſt worſhippers mis light of bald, 
Is it with ſinners we ſhould dia to find 
The ſacred obligation? 
Mano. Hal- no more 
Haſt thou caſt off W and fair obedience 


All duty? © 


Pal. Whom, my 1 alp b öbey | 
My firſt, or latter Prophet? Yon once told me, 


That truth, faith, virtue, honour, were immutable, 


Eternal in their natures: if you now 1 
Would change thar ſyſtem, when may I . 
Another variation, and ſo onward, 


Till I am loft to alls? 


Mao. Confound the lecture [Afide. 

I grieve, my child, that weighty avocatios ® 
Intrude upon our converſe—Do thy pleaſure— 

I did but trifle— N Manowsr. 


8 2 E N E IL, 
TO PALMYRA, enter Zarhxa. 


ZAPH, Here! Art thou here, Paras 0 


Thy ; 
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Thy preſence comes on my benighted ſoul, 
Like a glad morning, to diſpel the horrors, 
 Wherewith I ſtood beſet !—Bur ſay, my love 
Haſt thou conſidered, in SophzlAx's conduct, 
Aught of uncommoa tenderneſs beyond Ke 
What thy ſuperior worth might claim from 
friendſhip, | TY 
Tho- that is much? | | 
PAL. Yes, Zapnuna—yet, no more 
Than my on heart did warrant me to * 2 
. Tho! that was likewiſe much, 5 
Zapz. Of ſecret glance, 1 
Complexion hurried, incoherent ſpeech; 
Sudden emotions half ſuppreſs'd, revealing 
What they do ſeek to hide? mags 
Pal. No- never Yes, | 
Something of this — yet little that 1 mark: d— 
Sure nothing that cquld ſpeak to thy ſuſpicions— 
Why wouldſt thou put me to ill thoughts, my 
ZarHNAa F 
Zaen. Didſt thou ue avght aching a ſecret 
Soi] embaſſy, | 
„ 'Sent by SornEIAN to the Prophet}, 2 
Pal. When? | 
ap. Within this N 
Par. Indeed! — no, nothing of * 
Zapk. Nor aught of terms intended? 
Par. Not à ſyllable - 2 
What terms? 


22 Suppoſe his faith, his IS his people, 


4. pe 
For or one rich jewel that ont. prises all. 


1a *. ö 
1 * ; PaL. 


* 
yi 


7 
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PAL. What jewel, Ziv ab ? 
Zap. Even thyſelf, my love! ** 
Pal. It cannot be. 

Z apH. But if it ſhould—how then es 


er 


Shall I not 


Par, What? 
Zap. Transfix the traitor's heart 2 
Pal. Alas! 
Zen. Stab, tear the robber of my peace? 
Pal. Ah, Zaynna! 5 
My thoughts are driven amid a thouſand terrors. 
ZApk. Peace to thy breaſt, my ſweet !—tis but 
conjecture. 
I have a haſty ſummons from thy father, 
And muſt attend— 
Par. O think, till thy return, 


No joy can enter where PaLmvra ſojourns. 


Zapf. Thy ZarhxA's life ſhall W be em- 
ployed, 
To trade for comforts, and unlade the freight © 
Still where his foul hath anchor. 
Par. Fare thee well— * 
My ever loved, my friend, my father now— 
Farewell, my only Zarh Na! [Exit Par uA 


s C E N E III. 
To ZAPHNA Ha 


 Hercty. Soft, Zapuna !—T muſt croſs thy 
haſte 


Zarn. What's toward! * 


HERCID,. 


F 
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Hzacip. That I would aſk of thee—T do ad- 
jure thee, | 

By all my watchful cares, which, PRES thy . 

Have been matured into a father's fondneſs, 

I do adjure thee, tell me 
ZapH. What, Hercipes? 
HzRCID. Why hath an hour thus robb'd thee of 

thyſelf ? 

Honour, late blown, and- open in thy .. 


, ON 


Shrinks like a famiſh'd wretch; while, rom the 


Thine eye turns inward, in. to the "Fax | 
That broods upon thy ſoul. 
ZApPH. Oh—_ | 
HzERCID. Speak, my hero— 
My ſon, my precious Zapana ! 
Zaph. Thou'lt be ſecret— 
Hezcip. Cloſe as the tomb, the marble ſeal of 
ſilence.— 
Zak. The Prophet chys—Sorazran hath 
blaſphemed | 
Heaven and the law— 
Hercip. Proceed. 
Zap. And Heaven hath doom'd 


His fall, dreadful, and ſudden— 


Hercip. Ha! by what means? 
ZaPpH, Even of this hand, Hercives. 
Hercid. Merey, mercy! _ 
O the eternal powers did ManomerT 
Enjoin— what, ManomeT—thine arm for this — 
Moſt horrid! 
ZAPH, Yes—thou ſeem'ſt amazed! LS 
333 Hercio. 


— — 
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Hgcib. Beware 


He comes—be filent—O 8 my 3 
[Exit Hes cipes. 


e IV. 
I'm ZAPHNA enter Minder 


Mano. ZAPHNA, atrend=—and _ the leaf of 
Heaven 
Denounced on thy rebellious head, oats 
From grace, and from the law ! 
Zaen. What means my lord? 
Mano. My ſpirit went along -I did behold thee 
Pale, trembling, weak, unworthy of the arm 
_ Elected from above. | 
Zaepn. O, had you ſeen 
My pangs and ſtruggles too—to pierce this heart, 
Had been repoſe to what 1 felt! And then, 
He ſpoke and look d ſuch things, fuck! enn 
goodneſs | 
It ſeem'd as Heaven did not epjoin, but v were 
Itſelf to feel the ſtab. : 
Mano. *Tis therefore, ZAPHNA, , 
The thunder-ſtone juſt launching to oferwhelm 
thee, 
 Hath ſlumber'd in the hand. For O, ales 
Thou art enough undone—This night was doom d 
To love and to PALMYRA. 
Zap. To PaluraA? 
Mano. This night to love the morrow was 
ordain'd 
To glory and to empire. f 
8 Zan. 
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Zapn, O,. my lord, eee 
= there no place for pts 8 —9 25 FE: 
" Mano. ZAPHNA, ZaPpnnal— 
To think but what a flood-gate Heaven * 
Jo pour his bleſſings on thee! + 
Zar. O, my maſter! 
But for one trial for one hour's repeal— 
1g, I run, I fly to execute 
The thunder of thy word. 
Mano. Riſe, riſe - my prayer 1 bY 
Hath pull'd thy pardon down—The time was 
not © 
Thy arm was check'd—The 8 mult fail 
Spite of his late addreſs and feign'd ſubmiſſion, . | 
W - Een at the altar of his gods—thole idols, | 
; FE, In whoſe polluted and accurſed hangs. 


_ 7 


a": 


a He did blaſpheme our Heaven! _ Te 1 
| ZApH. It ſhall be done. 2 8 
- Mano. 3 ſtreet directs thee to the 1 
Caaba. | 7 
| In the next hour he pray - B 
| Zaen. He dies! wr A 
| ES 32 © 0: as Caas. | 2070 biF. 
— Mano. Well, Caa, 1 85 

Haſt thou prepared our banquet? WE T 

CAB. All is ready. ä f 
Mano. Bid OuAx, ABuBEKER, Aron Af, : Th 
And « old Hengciprs, to the feaſt— Be ſpeedy—- f 

Exit Caas. 


ZarRNA, be firm! ay 
" | Zur. 


—— —— N 


? 1:4; ty 


9 


3 — . eee. e > 
* 
* 
Th a 


— 
— 


2 


THE TMPOSTOR, - * 
Zan O, doubt it not, my lord. 7k 
Mano. — that the Power who e 
life, 
With 0 right may inttitute the means 
Of death to Ms 
Zap. It is juſt! 
Mako. And yet, 
Thou doſt not ſeem to e 
Zaen. True, great Prophet! 
I had rather ſlay a hoſt of men in battle, 5 
Than one within his ward But what were merit, 
If duty did not ſway o'er inclination? 
Mano. Did not great — r in falu- SY 
When, for his dearer country, he did ſtab . 1 
The deareſt of his friends ? To ſerve her nation, | 
Heber's renowned wife betray'd the faith 
She gave to flying Siſera; and, through 
The temples of her ſleeping gueſt, m At 
The inhoſpitable nail And ſhall they act, 
| ——_— what Heaven's appointed Wen may, 
m'd by divine injunction? | . 
| 2 Do not fear 1 it.— 


1 s EE v. 


10 them enter Onan, "Apvparas, ABDORAMBN, | 
1 7 HERC1DES, CAAB. | 1 


The Scene opens and diſcovers a table with A bowl. and 
Chalice, 


Mano. Health | to our friends, aſſociates of 
hs + | 
Yor. III. F Chief 


PR 


Chief captains of the hoſt-of Heaven, ele& 
10 ſpread his laws on earth! Sit, ſit, my er 
HzERCIp. Ha! that chalice there—I wy not he 
its ſanftity—  . 
I knew a r once honour'd with dard 8 | 
Whoſe following banquet was in Heaven—I ons 
I fear me, Zint thow art not beer + 


To be a frequent gueſt. 
| [Aſide, while AR their n 8 all kit. 


Mano.” Now to conſult, how . Jet un- | 


conquer'd, 

May ſooneſt be fubjetted=—there's our bent 3 
Firſt to ſubdue, and then reform; the purpoſe 
That conſecrates our ſword !—to this high miſſion 
Let's drink a ſocial pledge—Zarnna, my ſon, 
Take thou the cup of honour— nor conceive 
That thoſe of riper years, but greener zeal, / 
Envy thy proud appointment! Here, my fiend 
To Zarnna the young leader of our arms, ' 
Health, glory, and ſucceſs— Ha Traitors—what! 
Which of you? Where's the wretch ?— - 

[Takes the bowl, and Zar the cup: as they both 


lift them to their lips, Manomer tarts up ſuddenly, 
and lets the bowl ſpill, while Hzexcrves daſhes the 


cup out of Zarana's hands, =» the 1 


; riſe in amazement, . 
Omar, What means our Sultan! 2 F 
Mano. As I held up the goblet to my lips, 
Some ſlave among you took his poulard Ron, 
And ſtruck it to my heart. 
Ca. The Heavens defend 
There is no poniard here. | 


«« = = ! MS — 


8. 
de 


Ne | 


HO, 
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1 A ſudden phantaſie— 


Some ſhort indifpoſition Break we up 


We ſhall ſoon meet My friends, farewell to all 
Zarhxa, you know your province ! This way, 


s C E NE VI. 


Heneth $ advances, and the dete Mots. 


Hzaclib. 0 fool, O villain that I am—curs'd 
caitiff— 


_ A witleſs villain might I not have God bim ? 


Heaven can't be with him no, tis groſs to ſenſe ! 


That 1 could be ſo deep a mage Nun 


winkt — 
Muffled to be bemired in guilt—O chis | 
Entangling fiend, this ambient arch impoſtor! 
My maſter, my dear maſter firſt betray'd, 
His treaſures plunder'd, and his ſmiling babes 
Rent from his boſom !—this—Yet what is this, 
To what enſues ?—Mercy I overheard them— 
The young and noble ſon wrought by yon er 
To maſſacre a father his reward, 
The inceſtuous knowledge of a fiter—Heaven! | 
Wer't thou but open to the eve of penitence !— 
How'ere, it is enough—the preſent burden. 
FIl to Sornzian—1'll confeſs, unfold 
The freight of my offences further guilt 
Can only ſerve to fink a lower hell, 


And deepen my damnation - (Exit, 
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8 EN. E VI. 
The CAA BA. 


Enter MaHñOMET and Caas. 


Mano. Caan, my cloak—henceforth i it is thine 
OWN 
An honourable badge of our affection! 
Thy obſervation's juſt; there's no ſure footing 
On the looſe warrant of this giddy boy. 
Caas. No true dependence. 
Mao. Did he gorge our poſſet ? 
CARB. I ſaw it in his lips. 
Mano. Tis well—there's one \provided—ant 
for t'other, 
Rather than fail, myſelf will be the forery * 1 
Of his eternal reſt Do thou and Omar 
Keep near, and wait the iſſue. gs 
Caas. Yet, be cautious— . 
Mano. Fear not Away: kxit Caas, 
SophE IAN once removed, ae 
The force of the remaining world can't lift ke 
Another bar like him to my ambition— | 
What's this I feel—this new intruder here? 
Who cries, Forbear and would erect himſelF | 
Againſt our great ſupremacy of reaſon? 
I'll none of thee, thou meddling conelſort | 
Away — This is the hour— 


— 


Behind yon altar there I may retire, | hs = . | 
And wah the Prompt occaſion. 124505 
les behind the altar: 


WO, 


is 


. 
. — 
« 
n — * ; 
6 2 4 
* - i 
— - <4 
921 
— 
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SCENE vin. 


Enter Ses 


e Adieu ye idols of my daily worſhip, _ 
Falſe objects of true incenſe, cordial prayer— 51 
Alas, how ill directed Never more 
Shall your waſte altar from Sorhzl an's hand _ 
Receive the warm 81 8 4 £180.79 


Enter Hagens on n the probe fide, © . 


Hane. A yillain—whom the Heavens, 0 
ſave SOPREIANy | 
Have turm d to quick contrcon=wknow Jour not | 
Hezcipes? F Has 
Son. e eee 


Hezern,. Soft, wy maſter— 1,5 20 | 
This way; for mercy's ſake I muſt bs dare 
— is bent in, 0 hae! bo Auer 


5 15 22 enn £2.22 dag 1 133 2 EM 
| $:C/B.N E. ik. | 
Enter Zaruna, looking about. 


"Zoo He muſt be 1 held him in mine 
eye 
Ves, — in his ſanctum A poor victim). 
What can thy prayers or faithleſs gods avail, 
When ſuch a foe hath enter d? How is this? 
Although Teligion, love, and __— urge me, 
1 3 * 
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Though heaven and earth call « out and bid mg 
= ſtrike— ; 
I have no ſtomach to't—1 4c 4 m4 
That o'er the inſtant of ſome horrid act, 
Voices not human have been heard to ſeream 
Their nightly omens. — ſpectred viſages . 
Glared on the eye — and ſudden lakes of blood 
Have riſen athwart the proceſs !— | 
What a deep gloom dwells here to help devotion, 
To awe the ſpirits down, and give the blood 
Its reverential thrill My ſoul is caught 
Or is it cowardice that would unthredd 
Theſe ſinews from their bent? t muſt be 2 
O, never holy prieſt, when on the altar | 
He laid the lamb, that turn'd a piteous He, 
Look'd gently up, and bleated for compaſſion, 
E*er ſtruck with like reluctance - Vet it muſt— | 
No more of torturing doubts, of dread ſuſpenſion— 


> What muſt be done once done — and all is finiſh'd! 
| Goes in behind the altar, and — ſome nN 


What ſhould I think: - Gini 
He did prevent my merit of its meaning; ; 

And made, what Heaven appointed for a murder, 
Mere felt- defence—He aim'd his poniard vell— 


A 


Struck the blow home, and 5 him on the © pave: 
oF ment. | W 9 nin e ns 


. 3 
- +47 4 we 7 ” 
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SC EN [OG 
Enter Hane 124 


Hazen, a beware rb ory be, ſud. 
ol. Þ den * | 
If thou ſhouldſt meet Sorns: An, tons him: not— 
He is thy father! 
Z APH. Hal 5575 
Hrncip. Thy father, ZAPh¹ A- 
Thine and PAL uYRA“s father! The Wr 
Did know it, when he urged thee to the parricide— 
Ye are the twain, of whom, when in your infancy, 
He robb'd your gracious fire, the prince of Mecca ; 
Himſelf the prince of devils! Hie-thee hence— 
Adieu we muſt not be obſcry'd together. 
. "Exit Heneves, 
Zarn. How the earth ſhakes !—what fudden 
night comes on! | 
Where am I ?—on the brink !—the 4 beneath 


Shew where to r es 55 a 


fiends !' + - | 
Wrap me with er pin torture, tear 
The hell- taught parricide! — {ad Has 


Is he among you? find him, a him out— 90 
No Prophet here! Come . thou a- 

long — 2: 

And we will ſweep him into weh penditias,, 

That our's ſhall be Heaven, from whence to look 

On his deep hell beneath! [l Exit 1 | 


** 


* 


SCENE Kl. 
Enter on one ſide ogg — 
"Cans. Sam —— Pisse 


t ee ; 
CAAB. I ſaw W and young ere 5 
enter, | B 
But not a ſoul return, Ads F 
Omar. Hear you that groan ? DIR ell, 


Nene 1 _—_ the * Tut 


SCENE XII, 


To them enter Mazoner, feebly 55g on * altar, 


with a dagger in his breaſt 3 they run to „him. and 0 
port him on each ſide, ; 


- Oman.” Alas, our 105 enk ord" 
_ Caap. Ah, my royal maden!) & i . 
Mano. Gently—O gently, friends = 
I totter on the ſteepy ridge of if, qi! $ 


And the leaſt ſhove precipitates my being 
Down, down, the deep immenſe—To fay, to ay. | 


When, where, and-what's before ee tis a lan- 


guage 
New, yond'rous, horrible!—to human © cars ww bo { 
Impoſſible to utten - Intl L 


Time's but a hinge, as: ob ein c0 
A narro\y portal, turns—behind, before, 


Lies the wide main of being De launch 
FS 7 + 2 by Support 
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Support me—but a moment more—one moment 
'Tis all my univerſe !--For mercy, Oh— 
Down reaching through the infinite abyſs, 
To catch, to catch me, e'er I fall—=Oh— nie. 
On AR. So—then ourpropheeying farce is over 
CAAB. OMaR, not ſo-our Prophet cannot die 
Say he's retired—in viſion or in trance « 
Any invention that may ſerve to prop 
Our new erected empire Let us ſhade 
His great remains; with utmoſt privacy 
Convey him hence; and ſwear to hold this accident 
A ſecret from the world. | 


„ * * * * f ! © | | 1 
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* My Zapnna and PaLMyRa! _ 
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 Sornzzan and Caizy meet. nid vn 
Sorn. F OY, Carzp, joy! they 8 they're 


known, my CaLtn— 
O ſuch a pair! 

Car. Whom ? its 

Soyn. Brave Moawras, 
And my fair Ar ETIA- 


LY 


Cal. O grace! what of them? 
' _ Sopn, Even my little ones. 
| Car: Say you? f 
Sor n. The ſame — the news hath made me ſtrong 
As in my prime of May—O haſte to find them— 
The dear young traitors have eſcaped their 288 
And roam at large —I to the Caaba, 
Toward Manomzr's pavilion thou 
O haſte, haſte my kind friend !— 
| , | {Exeunt ſeverally. 


& 
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Yo „ 
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Enter Paruvn a. N 
* HL 25 WI ms; n 94 


PA. What. may this bode ?P 1 'am undone 
| betray'd ! 3 8 
Thrice did 1 meet bim, 3; thrice, with courteous 
action, | 5 
Woo'd him to conferences 1 * he 1 
As tho' his eye had caught, within its glance, A 
A ſudden baſiliſk—ſo truck with horror, | 
He from my preſence ſhrunk, <A. ane 
_Haply, ' | 
Some = of his new jealouſy—There, .. inf r 
Lo where he comes again !—ſunk deep in 3 


Some grievous thought. within himſelf ſhut uj , 


And wrapt from every obje&—Stay I would not, 
To give him more offence—firſt break ” heart, 


Wanting his healthful Wan bro 1 


* 


s ut 


As PALMYRA retires gest, and looks. back, 
Farnna. enters. 


Zarn. Upon the rack, krete. to. the utmoſt 
That time oo mie 1—N 0 ination: Mes 
A long, whole life of anguiſh tis too much - 
Thought will not bear it; and the fact commands 
Diſmiſſion from above Prophet accurs'd l— | 


| But well the 2 fiend avoids this arm, 


, | Train'd. 
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Train'd by himſelf to murder—Wretched Za PHNA, 
From what a height, to what a depth of guilt, 
Hath the ſwift current of one headlong hour 
Hurried thee paſt repeal—from parricide, 
To inceſt !—twas the price - my ſiſter's bed, 
Bought with my father's blood !—which unenjoy d, 
I loſe my purchaſe, and damnation comes _ 
Shorn of its proſits Soft forget her !=that—- © 
To plunge at once the deep Lethean gulph, 
A thouſand fathom from the ſenſe of thin __ 
A merey, next to bliſs Ha, there"again !— 
Heaven would not, to the 41 teeth of guilt, 
Impel temptation thus ot 
But that the fates, as though already n, 
rr laid the deed to come PAIMYVRA I 
[While PALMYRA Warane ihe a "and ws ates, 
Zan ſpeaks. ä 
_ My Zasasa 1 W910 Ni Tegan | 4a 
Zapf. O, a om mit 279 e 
Pal. What would my bebt B91 eid goildns'ff 
Zapn, Didſt en 5 aught? 
Par. Of wWwhar? 38 
Zan. Of mething ſtrange— | 
Pal. No. SOLE wy 
orn. Of yawning earthquakes, and of deſert 
. ez 177741 2 2 $5928) 1 
PE of pelt beaten gulphs, whoſe opening womb 
Hath ſwallow'd all, nor left one mark _— 
1 fortune's future ſtroke; eee 
Pat. Theſe are ſad words g- | 
Pity for obo che point a: ::: 


3 
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ZApRH. Whereſoeeer,ſr 
Heaven ſhield thy peace! for from this oo 
menen, 
We part, to meet no more — 
Pal. Save me, ye powers! - 
Ah, Zaeana, wild are all thy words—thy ables; 
Unform'd as clouds — and, as the ruſhing winds, 
_ Unknowing 3 un wo they "_ 
To deſolation ! 
Zap. No, Parkes: | 
As earth's foundations, are the words I utter, 
And ſure as miſery and death to mortals! 
Par. Yet ſure as miſery attends on man, | 
We muſt not part, my Zapunal-where thou 
goeſt, 
| Thither will 1; the ground chin hajeu thy . 
Shall be a watchful pillow for my head; 3 
Thy joys ſhall be my joys, thy griefs my torture: 
In death conjoin'd with what of thee is mortal, 
There will I make my grave; and with thy Fairit, 
Whate'er the lot, demand my Heaven hereafter. 
Zak. Why, of what kin 4 art ee to ee 5 
Par. Is love, % 
That ſooths the warring at od tunes 
The world to order, of no kindred then 5 
And am I not beloved? 
Zaen. Too well, too wel $a ; 
Par. Ah, tell me not. Man knows not. how | 
| to love - 
And but the bluſh of maidenhood forbids” 
| The fond 3 I could tell thee, ZARA 
8 9 That 


Think—to forego dominion, pomp, all quality. 
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That where thy ſex adventures but a ſtep, 
We go a league in love, and I the fartheſt. 
Zarn. What wouldſt thou * —ha woulat 
thou dare > 
"Par, Yeo -.:* 
Zap. Fearleſsly? 
Par. Without a limitation. 5 
Zar. Fit thoſe limbs „ * 
Pal. Les with thee. | 
Zapn. What—to'the brink? . 
Par. And on war.. 4 


Zapf. O ye powers? 


And ſoftneſs of thy ſex! 

Pal. Slight obſtacles— | 

Zan. Ofer-journey'd then, or witd » ich - 

rude taſks | wa 

As penury enjoins—to lay thee down | 
On the cold healthleſs ground; the welkin Se 
And dark, thy drizzly curtain 

Par. Hard,  indeed=—. 
Tf thou the ſharer, Zarunal 

Zan. Hunger-clinch'd, | 
Or fcant of ſuch rude viands as 12 a1 
With appetite - e 

Pal. Yet, cheriſh'd at thy fide, 705 2 8 
. This were a feſtival. : 

..Zarn. Reſolved! determin'd !— ts 
Thy hand then—come, at e doſt thoy 

linger? 

Ee * we ſhould be wing'd upon the way, £ 
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To leave reflection and remorſe far off, 
The laggards of our journey. 
Pal. But Zapuna— | 
Zapn. O trifler—fare thee well 
Par. I will- Come on 
Who lingers now? Away but thou art 10 raſh; 
So full of ſtarts, that ſally up to Og | 
*Tis this that frights me. 
Zar H. Take me to thee then, 
And mould me as thou wilt. 
Pal. Yes—witneſs Heaven! = 
In lieu of Fo I take eee and ever, 


ILE _—_— 


My lord, my huſband, ly brother! 
Zaen., Ha! ? 
of, hold thee r on the name! 
Pal. The matter — hat hy ZAPHNA0R 
| my knee, | ; 
Wherein have I offended ? 
 Zaen. Who inform'd thee? 
Pal. Of what, my life? R 
Zap. Thylife!—O angel i innocence— 
Thy death, thy deep damnation !—Nay, hold off, 
Nor touch pollution - Villain that I am, 
Thy honour's grave, the gulph that would devour 
The worth of thine eternal ſoul Thy brother? 
Jam indeed thy brother! - 
Par. Shield me, Heaven | 
Zarn. Saidſt thou not, father too Alas, 
PALMYRA! 
Thou haſt no father . _ | [Weeps. 
Par. What's befallen? 1 
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Zap. Juſt butcher'd—. = 


Even by theſe hangman's hands, 
Pal. My father ?— 
Zarh. Murder'd ?: | 
Pal. It is too mah Zarana, ervel 
55 ZarR Rai - 
Zarnu. The good, the kind old man—the . 


cred ſource, 
1 . That lent us both a — for everl—= | 
| The generous, great Sopuzian! Ae 
Par. Ah, my Zaeana, 5 
Thuy health is ſhaken much, Verfway'd by croſſes — 
1 I too have caught the ee brain 

= Begins to turn. 
Bi 1 Zapf. Danian whoſe pardon over galt 
= Reaches a length immenſe, be near me now— _ 
" D fave me from that preſence!—Down, PALMYRA, | 
3 Ls as the earth, before the ſacred ſhale [Kneel, | 
1 Oft thy great ſire— Tis juſt—T feel his vengeance, 
= Forerunning his approach—it bears * l 
5 It whelms, it cruſhes me! * N | 
1 S! OE faq (5 X 
=_ | Enter SoPnE4an in haſte, The 7 
b | He runs and embraces n 1. : 
l Sor. They re bere They re 13 Ig | 8 
F O let me fold them, let me wrap them-inward z | | 
=_ . Return them to the womb of yearning love, 
; The heart's warm ſeat of life! there fesd my 
young ones, | 


— 
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And eloathi them with my vitals— My PAEU RA 
My ZaphNA—my PAL A - my long loſt— 
O children twice conceived - the happier birth, 
To greet my years—new. infants of my age - 
have it not in words tis here tis here - 
The welcome of my babes! Kneel ye, my children? 
Nou all the bleſſings of the dews that fal! 
In our Arabia, all the ſweets that riſe, - 
Be in you, and about yau, till your virtuess 
Grow as in paradiſe, matured to Heaven, 
Without a bloſſom dropt—Theſe arms are . 
In fondneſs erer riſe, Pray riſe, 
And bleſs me alfo—- 
Zan. That which is not to be, andehatwhich is, 
Struck from the rank eker ztonbor 
It muſt—yet canno 1 14 
Theſe are the very megrims of e 5111 
The dizzy rounder ＋ een em e 
In their own een *M 5.1 
Sopn. How, y un be hy eee Bu! 
Zavu. Nay—by Powe” en _—_ will dif- 
pute it | 
Againſt all tricks of ſophiſty— Te ay Hy! 
T ber things without, are not within us lo, 21 21 
Thoſe racks, thoſe eee eee no ſuch n 
. —tis here — 
Tis the mind's bed whereon the body lies 
Stretch'd out in anguiſh —/ - 
Soph. I am loſt to this. 
ZAapn. But have you heard wh er 
Soya. Of what, my child? 


6 Vol. III. 


Fd 
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Zan. Perhaps a fable—Clytemneſtra too 
Was but a mother, and the ſtory ys N 
A bad one in his father's quarrel too 
He ſtruc O wretched _ and he ran. den 

Fort 1 
I have not read of any to loſt, 
As to aſſault a father—if you have, 
I'll liſt—and' weep the while. 
Sopn; Alas! PALSY EA; v. 247 


Pai. My lord. | 
Sorh. Doſt ew know aughe of: this 2 
Pal. In trutun, 


I am myſelf beſide the 60 of en: bold bn 
You ſay, you are my father—Pardon, fir; 
Your goodneſs makes you ſuch to oy 8 25 
Bur, if 1 claim you by a nearer boy”! ron 
Then who is 'ManomeT'? es. of; 
x SorwsAimurderousfaulcon'! als 7 ect; lt 
Who ſeizing on the neſt of my delights, 
| Bore off the mother with her little ones, 


l = And left me reft n e fares. my 

4 N Þ 4b enen eee e 4d | 
4 | His eye is much diſtemper d. EH: . 
=  Zaen. Within thE map of our e emp. E 
i; | Is it not to be found—the land of ſleep'?— 

wy. Or if a ſtranger, and in foreign elimes, - - 

\ | I Thavedream'dthus—would it were morning oy A 
% My head—light, light—thy arm, ſweet ſiſter. - 
" | Sor. His health kind Heaven, be it n By 
1 | | care ſ==My daughter, Te 
: Lead him to ſome — | . Ot 
„ on  SCENB 


— 
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. , 1 Ps Ws en] þ » 5 6G x 2 „ x 
ve E NE v. Sas 


2 run pew our leq by Weave Henetors 
\ . 022 TO — 1 SOPHETAN. | 


Hako. Beware, my lord, the ſurety of your 
perſon | 

The moon doth wax in labour; all abroad. 
Is buſtle, all confuſion ; throughout . 
Each houſe is left the watch of its own revs =; 
And the wide air is peopled.— 

SorRH. What is forward? _ . 

Hz8c1p.. Some cry, The Prophet, where's the 

Prophet? Each + . 

Inquires th' alarm, none anſwers— this way now, 
And that again, the tide of concourſe flows, 
Unknowing why. To Manomzr's pavilion 
I flew; affright and buſie conſternation, | bop 145 
Was viſaged in his train. I preſs'd to enter: 
When Abdoramen barr'd me with his hand, 
And to my ear The Prophet is intranced. 
% To Heaven, perhaps, upon a ſecond 1 why | 
He-murmur'd and retired—Is ZaH¹HNA ſafe? - 
- Soya. Here, in my palace. 

Hercip. From what perils ſcaped— 
Amazing providence! _ 
 Sopn. But much diſplaced, 
By conſtitution, or ill reſt; and ſomewhat 
Tending unto delirium—he did talk | 
Of actions dire, dark treaſons, and of parents 
By ſavage children flain= bu 


* 


E N 8 5 | * 2 Hzkeip: 


84 2 H E IM P'OS o R. 


 Hzrc1p. Hal pauſe awhile— 
It did occur—I have it On my ſoul 
The impoſtor is no more I do remind me 
Slain by miſtake—as mercy ſhall-o'ertake me, 
Fallen in the toils he puch'd 1 ---;- 
Sorn. Who, ManomeT? 
" Heterp. Even fol do remind \me—Every 
| noon, 
Was't not your uſe to worlhip at the Caaba? 
Soy. It was —- 
Henery. There was your hour of laughter 
fix'd - but then | 
This Prophet for the fiends, „ being Laffured 4 
Of his young votary, not vers'd in blood; 
In perſon hath adventured, and fo fell 
Even by his own appoititment. he Wi Da es 
Son. I do think, | pas 
It beats à füc- e. Haie 
Here: Upon my life, Ale 658 Wael © 
When in the temple did warn your . 
To ſpare à father, 1 do mind the horror, 
The wild aftoniſhmient his eye did utter | 
As though the deed had overrun . 13 
Aud caution came a E N 38 
8 < E N E KY . dene, 
bos 133634 
| Enter Cars, 12 
Cas, Healeſ to the Prince of erer! y bi 
| | "reign, 6 l 
Peaceful and 18 know e every nigh le this, 
iA 3 $ ws 


F 


4 


Without a rival bodice tis thought, 

Is fallen—for certain, fled. His votaries, 

As people all appalPd, converſe in murmurs ; 

And ſudden rumour thins his hoſt, 
Soyn. O friend 

Come to my breaſt, and mare it its exultation. 


Embrace. 
'Tis elſe too mighty ; ; this concurring flood— rnd 
Peace, and my children too !— —- 8 


Car. What found? reſtored? 
The ſame, and both? | 
Sopn. How kind this ſocial ranſport!— 
Yes, CED, both, the long loſt little ones, 
The individual pair—Hzzcibes hers 
Confirms the wondrous bleſſing. 2 85 
Cal. Ha—HxERC IDEs 
Soft let me view him well—I would not raſhly— 4 
The blood of innocence, tis dear above — 


T he fame, by all my hopes, —Villain accurs'd ! 
[Seizes him, and draws a poniard. 


Be ſhort if that thou own'ſt a prayer if Heaven 
May liſt to ſudden penitence— this inſtant— 
Tis all the wealth thou haſt, wherewith to quir 
Thy manifpld incumbrance, 
Son. Friend !—Htrcipts !— 
What may this mean ? 
Cal. Away, SOPHETAN— 


He dies on oe. Tea! Fs 


3 4 
„ — r 2 * * . 4 , 5 : 
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EN E VII. 


- Hams Darn 1 Patnyn A. 


Zara. My gracious lord, if malady may. plead: 


[To SorHEIAN. 
5 errors not of will—— 3 [Hescibzs kneels. 
Herci. Ah, Zarana—will you, 


Will you behold the foſterer of your youth 


Butcher d by ſudden hands? your fond Prep 
ſerver 


The breaſt whereon your 8 was s lc, 


Rent in your preſence ? 


Zaph. Who avows a deed (ls 2 

So horrid? _ bes 
[Lays his hand to his Word. St prevents him. 

Car. Off, raſh boy thou mayſt avenge, 
Not ſave him who advances, by my life 
But quickens his perdition Patience, friends, 
You know him not—this c WT ION to 

ſhrift— 

It boots thee not, to peiare—diſparch 
Thy villainies at large! 

Herxc1D. Oh, Heaven already 
Hath heard the deep detail— 

Cai. Know'ſt thou this prince—= _ 

HRD. My firſt, and worthielt walter. 

Cat. Had a brother? . 

Hkexcm. Ay, ſir, the noble Jourru—you do 

e ee e, 

ou to the renin of my e crimes. 
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' Can. O wreeehy dtn oy 28% N 
How didſt thou find them natured to each other — q 
Of ſouls adverſe—or nen in n „ 
As brothers ſhould?ꝰ +4 lat ot 

HzERCID. No loom of ured threads f | 
E'er wove ſo cloſe a web. -— 19v9 160 fo 

Cal. How grew their difference? | 


Hzxcib. Shame would ſuppreſs the  memory— 
*Twas then | 
When the profane impoſtor firſt commenced”! | 
His dream of Heaven, into my ſecrer ſoul 
He warp'd his gliding legehtds—I did chink, 
That evil was the bleſſed act of ſaints, 
When hallowed in the purpoſe. 0 Wanne e 
Cal. Hear you that, Zarnva? e 
Zaen, I do hear It feelingly. he 
Exact. This my N n and his all noble, 
T 
This bond of e chis brace of lere, 
On whom Arabia built her neſt of odours, | 


a 


Was I inſtructed to divide) , Go 5 25 5 
Hincis To hi] forgo a tale of pregnant 
luſt SEQ 


And treaſons, aching in the faithful beat 

Of his moſt loving brother while, to Jos Ep, 

1 framed ſuſpicions dark, and deeds ng da. 

Thro%envy ſtirrd of his: ſuperior virtue. 4 

Thus the thrice valiant Josey was bed 

To flee the place of his reſpect and ſafetyʒ 

And by the ä * O 214+ 8 35 
| G 4 1993 i 


——— 


1 = TR _ 
— — — — 


I watell d their ways, and watded alt rheir 
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Left the uſurper free in his career 1 D 443 
To luſt and to ambition. A att uy Woll! 
Car. Fare thee n 0 12 
The tale is told Heaven Rl thee to binary l, | 
Son. Petnicious lave—Q treaſon to 2 
Tis loſt for ever Fool, moſt credulous ſool, 
Fit ſtuff for knaves to work upon —0 brother, 
Then thou art wrong'd, dear brother of my ſoul, 
Wrong'd palt the reach of penitence E caitiff, 
This youth and maiden toes? | 
Hercip, My gracious lord, 
I do confeſs, to form them in the faith, 
Young proſelytes for Heaven, 1 did aſſiſt 
To tear them from thy arms yet, Heaven alike 
Will witneſs for me, that my love to both, 
Did paſs a parent's fond neſs—from rheir infancy, 
Oft in my arms, and never from my heart, | 


Yea, to this day, when on the verge of death, 

From Zarhuw xs lip 1 daft d the _ cup. 
Even in the tyrants preſence.” 8 ee Po 4 
Car. Good, my lord!” | 

Such deeds as theſe, to nao roimpubl 

Have @ firong'pleadings!! [oO a 
Par. Might I find acceptance. e LA: 
ZapRH. ket my: knee ſprax. no bn! 
SopH. N M21 id 0 


| You know-not whom it is a ſum 1mmenſe,- | 


That counts our loſſes; uncle, brother, father, 


All the dear ties thy en father, Zune, 
Shorn by h lav. 2 mM ˙ 25? 01 


Zarn. O gracez:Ocearth, O Hea ren! 


7 f WW” 
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. Thou art· indeed. | _ 
Son of my ſoul, loved heir of my pda; 5 
But he thy nobler, more exalted ſire, 3 
By nature as by worth. | 

Zapn. Your . 

Hear'ſt thou, PAIÜ W] « 000 

Sopu. Tis a tale, my children. 
Full of fond tears, and we will pay them inn 

Pal. to CAL. If, fir, you deem me "wy of 
a claim 
In that dear kinſman; pardon my inquiry— 

You ſeem no ſtranger to him. 

Cal. True, kind maid i= — | | 
And yet to ſpeak the wonders of his pilgrimage, 
His wrecks, his ſcapes, vieiſſitudes extreme, 
And feats in foreign climes atchieved, the burden 
Would charge a wakeful liſtener Foot by foot, 
Together have we trod the maze of fortune; NO 
And arm in arm, with froſt upon our helma, 
Abode the tentleſs field The reſt en og 
Let his laſt charge ma Since n * 

1 ſaid, oy 
„ Forbids 8 the proſpe& of a . 
More Jong'd-than nan ching that bling, 
CALED! 
6 | Convitby: him bu his RI Niem ain * 
« But no reproof, my friend 1-Andinithy alen, 
$1 nk chou thouldft meet "with: fans! ne, 

4 Heir to his Gres tee eee | 
6. " Fin of my hie * 

|  Zavyn 
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Zapf. It is not to be derben > god T. 1402 
SopRH. Enough, ee ten i nos 
This ſtrikes at life. don 15 104 
Caxxp. Alas, his viſage turns - 


I have gone too far My lord, my royal n 


Pardon the fond deceit Ihe lives - your ſervant, 


Your Joszea lives ——ill meriting ſuch ee ; 
Sor. Sayft thou, great oracle? ee 1 


Car xp. He ſtands before you. 
n off his diſguiſe; Sorneran, Zarnna, and 
— PALMYRA ſtand ſome time amazed: then So- 
PHEIAN ruſhes to his arms, while Carnal 


: PALMYRA kneel baſs hems; AT +4, 
PAL. Ah—— Wb | t 
ZaArk. 1 , 47 
Soe. The _— poners'of b have | 

f 0. — ni a0 


Let my eye make bim 18 thier _ PIs b. 
May ſeize its proper bliſs—Tis he, tis he— 
Hear it, ye tribes of Iſnmael 0 — : 
Lo, thy returning Phænix O, my Jostyn, 
No more of parting—never croſs my ear, 


Croak ſuch a raven more — but its ſtill han! 


(nn. 


Even in the ſleep of don; roperber wedded, 
Till the laſt peal ſhall wake the e 
Cal. Theſe ſobs— . 


| Theſe. tears arreſt my- ee no * 3 


Soya. Jos PH behold thy children | 
CLD. O ſweet maid !—//., [Embraces PALMYRA. | 
May Heaven _ thee with. a love like mine, 


eras 4 | —_ 


THE IMPOSTOR:' 97 


And claſp thee to his grace—Zavina my 
| | child ! 00 nod 20 
ZA PH. O, ſi YG! . 
CalE D. Why weeps my W n | 
Zapg. Unwonted feelings theſe, that wring che 
| heart | 
With ſuch a ſtraight embrace: 
Sons, brothers, ſires, to me new comers all ! | 
Yet nature knows, and opens for their entrance; 
But anſwers to them with a voice ſo loud, 
It tears the manſion inward Late, your ark. 
Wanted a friend—and now, he has a father 
Soya. Josgpn, thy compact— take PALMYRA 
to thee; 
And when thou wouldſt refer the maid i in mar- 
riage, 
I claim her for my ZAPHNA. 


Zapn. Sir—toſpeak— 
Sorh. I ſee, thou canſt not; thy foo grazfl 


ente 
Is overcharged—O Joszrn, O my FR” Wag 
Thus, like two confluent ſtreams, in theſe our 
children, | 
And theirs deſcending, we ſhall flow together, 
Smiling through time, and reach into eternity. 
Car. Heaven, thou art mighty and confeſs'd 
in this! 
With what an arm, through what a mortal maze, 
Haſtchouled forth thy ſervants? —Riſe, Hzrcipes! 
Errors that meet reluctance in the will, 
Give place for reformation Still be near, 
And let thy Zarana find a father in thee, 


Par; 


„Pak. But what, alas, 3 of; 1 
Whoſe: life hath been one error? 
Zap. This, my love 

That from our preſent ſenſe of rium a. 
We gather cautious ſteps, and upright treading— 
Zarenna hath taken a leſſon from his faults, 
Beyond all rules of ſtern philoſophy— 

Untutor'd as I am, and new to learn 
Where, or to whom, revealing Heaven hath ene 
His outward lumination, fare I am 

His inward is to all men. Is it — * 1 
No tis the Boſom'd God, the Living Senſe, 
That feels, not argues upon guilt or — | 
*Tis our Internal Chymiſt, ſkilld to try 

The bullion'd droſs, or gold, of every faith, 

By the quick touch of his approved aſſay. 

If that All- actuating Power, who formd. 
And fills mankind, hath ſtoop d to their inſtruRtion; j 
Tis to refine the principle he gives, 

And not to quell the native ſenſe of goodneſs. 

In vain we would The Eternal Unit part— 

One in the Heavens, and in the feeling heart! 

His laws to his impreſſions muſt be kin: 
»» WOE ee er Gap: way 
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HUBBA, his Brother 


PE RS ON S. 

| OSBERT, King of Northumberland. 

BRUERN, Earl of Weſtmorland. 

 OSRIC, Earlof Mancheſter, and F riendof Bavens. | 
EDWIN, Son of Bxuzrn and "PORTO . 


IVAR, King of Denmark. 


ROWENA, Wife of Bauzxu. 


Logps of the Covunciz, Orriczss, SOLDIERS, 
Mzssznczrs, Nuns, ATTENDANTS. 
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Ener Osaic and ken. 


Reeg X17 HERE would you lead, fir— 
whither do we travel? f 
Orr. Hold, we are near the appointment of 
| our Journey. þ 

Where do we travel, —_ thou ?—=O, my ſon} 

To ſave a treaſure, more than mines can SON} 

To ſeize, to ſnatch her from impending war, 

And give a mother to the arms of Epwi, i 
 Epwin. A mother, ſir— My mother, ſay you? 
OsRic. Yes. 

Epwin, O yet beware, how you e excite deſires- a 

In a fond heart; a ſenſe of new delights, 

To pine with eager and with empty longings! 

A mother! — Are you not my father, then? 

Osr1c. No, Epwir, no—far other than thy fire, 

I claim thee as the child of my adoption, 

Heir of my heart, and of my ſoul begotten. 

' Edpwix. 
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„ 


Epwix. O, fir, the creature of your goodneſs 


ever 

But then my 1 you not inform me? 

Osnic. Search not too ez; e their ho- 
nmour ' d names, 5 Wt 
| Luck deadly dangers.— O, thou noble youth! 
There is a ſecret—and, for thy dear ſafety, 
I with it ever ſa—tfor my ſad heart | 
Miſgives me in the iſſue. This ſame OsBtzr, 


The king, who long hath GIF ann | 


2; 1. thrones. - 
Did wrong thy — ſire: WO "a ne 
Beyond the bearings of a ſaint- like ſufferance, 
Wrench'd the avenging thunder from Heaven's 
| han 
Tana fierce war, and rent bis country's 5 
I was his friend, the inmoſt of his ſoul; 
And ere his daring purpoſe was avow'd, 
In ſecret he conſigned thyſelf and mother, 
Her to my care, and thee to my * 
For well he knew, tho loyalty withheld 
My hand from his rebellion, yet my heart 
Rank'd'on his ſide, and bled amid the <tr 
5 Epwin. A cauſe, you lay kene was—and O, 
I hope, 1510 
A.worthy cauſe e 0 | N, 
Os ic. A cauſe 2 Was; my . 
But not the varying circumſtanee of things, 
Not nature can afford a worthy cauſe. 
For warring on our country Think of 0 
And if—as haply thou ſhalt hear a tale mile : 
Too ſoon for thy repplerthens Fun, then,» 


ming 67 rr 


3 
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 Snppreſs the vengeance riſing 1 in thy boſom ; 

And, to the Judgments of vindictive Hewvens” 

Permit the crimes of man, 

Epwin. O, tell me all | 

OsR1c. I fear I have teveal'd too much Sadr, 

 Eowin. What can you fear from me?—PFear 

not your Epwiy | 

Am !] not as the creature of your — 

Form'd by your hand, and charin'd' o Ne di- 
AU 

Os ic. The beſt of mortals have cheir hiki of 

frailty— 

Fear, Epwin, fear yourſelf i do remember, 

When yer thou had'ſt not breathed five _—_ of | 

life, 765 

A ſervant bore thee in 5 Cwhchds attire 

To the great hall, wherein thy father ſate 

With many noble friends An aged — 

Stood at the gate: all piercing was his eye, 

But calm his aſpect; and his ſtaff appear d 

A prop for piety und years well ſpent, 

And wiſdom, to repoſe on He approach d; 

And having eyed thee with a look, that ſeem'd 

To penetrate and ſound the depths of time, 

He laid thy fingers on his palm—he pauſed, 

And then to theſe prophetic words gave utterance: ” 


Little, feeble, mighty hand | 
Thou ſhalt fave a ſinking land; 

On the ſalt and circling flood, 
Build thy country's wall with wood; 
Build the wall of wide renown— _ 
And give one head to Britain's crown 


Vu wa © 4-08 Yet, 
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: Yet; ere this or that be done, 
The Raven muſt obſcure the ſun, 
Filling nations with affright, 
Covering Britain broad as night! 
Thou ſhalt pierce him as he dies. 
755 15 his fall ſhall Britain riſe! 


Yet, O yet, ere this be hy 
Thou, the ſubject, and the ſon, 
Shalt lift thy fell and fatal dart, 
To pierce thy l father's heart! 


Epwix. Hal what a ſudden terror ſhakes my 
36 limbs, vt 
| And dene to my heart [—Father, and 3 
Murder my father lightnings ſtrike me firſt, 
Prevent this parricide - lop off theſe hands; 
Tear my heart forth; nor leave a power. to. . 
Or think ſuch horrors !- 
'  Osn164) Peace to thy hearr—thy father i is no 
more! 
Ebwix. He ſell not then by my med 
thank Heaven! 
Osn ic. No. But thy mother now w demands our 
| e 
This way, my ſon. . 0 


d } * - p "x 1 7 N . 9 4 * * » LS — 
1 SE 37 & *%@f FIR 4 * * . 
* * 
1 72 4 P , 1 7 

1 " Tx, , 1 2 51 - p 7 2 x 1 "IF 4 

, SCENE 

— . ay 7 * 4 

L 7 
1 A - 
* j 2 8 


TIIE EARI. or WESTMORLAND: 99 


SCENE = 


Tas Insips OF THE ABBEY, . 


Rowzxa, and Nuns ranged on each due, with 
| Tapers. 


7 Atrath; 


Here, in every ſacred aiſle, 
Solemn walk, and ſilent cell, 
Truth and Peace ſerenely ſmile, 
Hope and warm Devotion dwell. 


: Safely landed, here we mourn 
Foundering mortals left behind; 
Wretches, on the deep forlorn, 
Toſt and wreck'd with N wind. 


15 What has Grandeur to ſupply, 
What has Pleaſure to impart ?— 
Mere illuſion to the eye, 
Real anguiſh to the heart! 
Here, from time and tranſience won, 
Beauty has her charms reſign'd; 


Heaven already is begun, 
Opening in an humble mind 
Fount of Truth, Seraphic bowl, 
Pour the nectar from above 


O, deſcend into the ſoul, 
Thirſting after life and love! 


H 2 Death 
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. Death is conquer'd, time is paſt, 
Heaven is preſent to our view 
Welcome, welcome, joys that laſt! 
Short ſeducing world, adieu 


[The Nuns retire, 


Row advances ſlowly, and ſpeaks. 


All hail Devotion, hail thou wing'd for Heaven, 
'Divine ambaſſadreſs !. Here let me dwell 
With Solitude, thy ſiſter, and the train 
That wait on thy upriſing—Patience, Peace, 
And Reſignation calm, and Charity 
Whoſe love enfolds a world. 


A Nov enters. 
Nun. Madam, an antient man, 
His look importing haſte and earneſt __ 
Entreats admittance. 
Row. Whence? . 


Nox. From Osx1c, as he ſays, 3 Earl of 
| MANCHESTER, | 
Row. Say'ſt thou, from Maxchrsrzn ? Quick, 

give him entrance. [Exit Nux. 


S GENE ME | 
Osxrc enters. 


Now. What would'ſt thou, 8 
Os ic. O, all- beauteous ſaint ! 
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Time cuts each lingering preface from my 
tongue 
Ruin has ſpread her baleful wings around, 
And I from far haye haſten'd to preſerve thee. 
Row. Do I not hear a voice, that uſed to make 
The widow's muſic—tuneful as the fall 
Of waters on a burnt and thirſty land? 
If thou art Osz1c, ſay—at once inform me; 
Or if his angel, I will kneel to thee. 
Osaic. Hold thee, Rowzna Tes, I am that 
| Osric, 
Nor yet immortal. | 
Row, Wherefore, Hikes" weeds, 
Thrown o'er thy virtues, like a miſer's cheſt 
Ruſting on treaſure ? Some miſhap has found thee; 
Why elſe an abſence of twelve tedious years? _ 
Where haſt thou been, what diſtance has withheld 
„„ 
And why now here, why thus, and at this hour, 
When Apprehenſion, fearful centinel, 
Stands all alarm'd upon the gloom of night, 
And ſtartles at events? 
Osnic. The tale is long time ſerves not now 
for utterance— | 
Even, while we ſpeak, deſtruction ruſhes onward ! 
Danes, Dacians, Goths, collecting all their powers, 
From Weſer to the cold Septentrion ſtar, 
The ſons of winter, pour fuch legions forth, 
As, number'd, never yet have met in arms, 
To ſpeed perdition ! Swift, O haſte thee hence 
Friendſhip attends to guide thy ſacred ſteps | 
iy ſome aſylum ; and, to guard thee forth, 
H 3 Waits 
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Waits a young champion, valiant as his ire 5 
And gentle as thy ſelf. 
Row. What champion Ah! 


1 will not hope i it—no, I will not, Oszic! 
Vet thy looks ſpeak—and lives my Eb winx, then — 
My child ?—O, call him, give him to my tears. 


To my heart's yearnings !—Yet, do not call him; 


No, rather keep him from my arms for ever 


Perhaps he knows, knows all the piteous tale 
Of. his unhappy parents—how the raviſher, 
This king of ſatyrs, ſtole upon the hour 
Of faith, and holy hoſpitaliry— _ | 
My huſband abſent, every power away, 


That ſhould have guarded innocence and virtue 


From brutal force, from horrid violation 
And ſtain'd the chaſteſt, whiteſt page of Us 
With foul diſhonour ! | 

OsRIc. No, he knows it not. 


Row. Why. where has he eſcaped the fuſs of 


lander ? $ 
Is there a tongue that ſpeaks Rowen A's 8 name, 
But aptly tacks pollution to the ſound, f 


And taints the paſſing breeze ?— Who knows wagt 


elſe, | 
Is learn'd in my misfortune; and the fame. . 19 
That lies between the low abaſed brovs 
Of his ſad mother, ſhall attaint my child, 


And blaſt his filial virtue. 


Oss 10. Think not ſo. 
For thou art all one GoeHepee, 000 pure 


For groſſer imputation !— 


Theſe many years, the bug, je meddling wor, 7k 
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Has talked itſelf to ſilence; and thy ſon; 

Hath ever lived, till this important hour, 

A ſtranger to thy name. | 

Soon as thy mighty huſband fell in battle, 

Upon that bloody day, wherein he made 

His laſt dread effort to revenge thy wrongs, | 

Driven from my country, from my native honours, 
J fled, thy little ſon within my arme; 

And in the court of royal Ethelred, _ 

Till now have ſojourn'd—Epwiv, gentle youth 

Approach, my Epwin!—draw with reverence heres | 

* bend thee as to Heaven! | 


SCENE 1V. 
Ebwin advances with flow reverenc T 


Row. What ovelineſs [= | 
Fond, fond reſemblance! alin form, had ace, 
Like my loſt lord !—ideas, once ſo loved, 
Nor yet forgotten !—Parent nature, how, | 
How doſt thou ſtir me! how awaken all 
The render, dear diſtractions! O, my child! 


I[Embraces. 
Epwix. To pardon, mak am much 
unſkill'd, | | 
And new to all the duties of a ſon; | 


But in your face, as in the front of Heaven, 

There is a language that beſpeaks my ſoul, 

And dictates more than outward forms can reach! 

2715 at my heart, you pull the vital cords; 
. Within 
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Within ! know and feel from whence I am, 
Part of your being But O mother !— 
Row. What ſays my child? _ 
 Epwin. Had Heaven fo will'd, how doubly 
bleſt were Enwin ! 
My father—what of him? _ 
Row. Thy father ?—ah, that I can only ſay, 
Thou had'ſt a father !—His paternal lips ? 
Have held fond talk with thy unthinking days, 
For he did love thee with a mother's feeling ; 
And that ſtrong arm on which the nations hung, 
With thee hath toy'd away the ſmiling hours, 
And grew around thy ſlumbers—Me, even me, 
He loved—too fatally he loved thy mother 
The nobler paſſions of humanity, | 
Bore hig bold veſſel with too ftrong a wind 
We were his ruin—O, my child, my child! 
T * father loved too well - and we have loſt wi. 
.- Osx1c. Bright faint, let other hours n the 
ſcenes * 
Of fond remembrance now, the times are urgent! 
Haſte, haſte, Rowena, ere the ſpeedier foe - 
This night, perhaps, ſhall ruſh around "_ _—_ 
And intercept our journey. | 
* - Row. Ah, my lord, | 
Fly thou—and with thee be my eee 8 fafery 1. 
But take no thought for one ſo loſt as I am.— | 
I cannot, muſt not fly. . 0 8 2 
Osa ic. Say you, RowExA7T— 
We have miſtook your meaning. 


7 "a No, 2 * 
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N My reſt is fix d even here; and Heaven, I truſt, 

' Is the next manſion that receives Rowena. 
O⸗ssgtc. It muſt not be—Already, I behold 
The powers of hell unbound ; 
They ruſh to earth, and with them bring along 
Hair ſtarting 521 fear, and hate, and rage, 
And wild- ey'd famine, and wide- reaching waſte, 
And luſt and rape —by whom ws wrongs, Ro- 

| WENA, | | 

Are multiplied on thouſands. | 

Row. Not fo, I hope—around this hallowd 

pile, : 
Ott hath the rage of battle felt abuks; ; 
While each licentious ſoldier ſtood abaſh'd, 
Or bow'd at diſtance—From the penſive ſhrines, 
The twilight arches, and the ſhadowy dames, 
Religion throws a far-forbidding awe 
On all beholders. 
 Epwin. Alas! my mother, have I found you 
then, 
To part with you ſo ſoon? like chearing light, 
But for a moment ſent to blind-born eyes 
Juſt come, to ſhew the bleſſedneſs of ſight, 
And bid them cloſe for ever! 
Os Ic. Soft!—ſome lights approach, — 
This way they move Thy ee, haſte, Ro- 
 wenal! ' 


An hour ſhall ſend us to thy laſt reſolves. 
[Exit Rowexa. Back Scene cloſes. 
Tis Cui than is he This way, my ſon 


would obſerve him. | [They retire, 


SCENE 


a — ͤ 1 — ee eee af 
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SCENE v. 


Enter Clans a, 


Oznenr. Haſte, Wolford |—gather up our 
ſcatter'd ſoldiers, 

Call the militia in alarm the 8 | 
Line the wall round—and bar the maſſy gates— 
Confuſion ! to be thus. ſurpriſed! 
No word, no warning of the coming Yanger TY 
Our ſcouts, are they gone forth ? 

Orrickx. They are, my liege. 

OsBerr, Throw open all our magazines of 

Arms; 

We want new levies and proclaim rewards 


To old and young, to every trade and rank, 


W hoſe arm ſhall lift a ſword in our defence. 


Where's Anulph, Adelfrid ? 


© Orricesz They are fled, my lord. 
OsBenT. O recreant Haves they ve cat our 
honey up, . 
And now forſake the tive—Quick "what's the 
news? 


{ 


Enter: an Orriexx. 


Orrrexs, Retire, my liege, retice— ere morn- 


ing dawns, 
The foe i is on us. 


OsnxxRr. Let them come, my friends. 
Short is the conning of a ſoldier's leſſon— 
ly not to live, why then, to fall with honour, 


— 
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Retire, and leave me to my thoughts a while 
IExeunt Attendants, 
'Tis fniſh'd—Thou haſt fapyd me, Heaven or 
Where now, = 5 
©, where's Northumbrja's. guardian, where is 
WE3STMORLAND, | | - 
Whoſe arm launch'd forth the thunder of the war 
And cruſh'd invaſian where my guilt m 
1 ſent him, 
By my foul rape of his moſt chaſte Rowena, 
Denner t9. bis grave lr= Where: wn 1s Mayer 


EET. ' :  - > 
My throne's beſt prop, the wiſdom of my council? 
Him too I have caſt off; and given, in place, 
Riches to knaves, to cowardice commiſſion, 
Office to ignorance, and truſt to traitors, 


SCENE vl. 


Os i and Epwix come forward. | 


OszexT, Who art thou? 5 
Osgic. A Briton. 
OsgER T. Subject to whom? 
Osg ic. My country, and the law. 
OsgER T. Hath not thy king a name? 
Oskic. Yes, I remember e name 0 
Osz Rr, 
ill loſt to fame, and of himſelf forgotten. ; 
OskERT. Ha! know'ſt thou not, that — | 


ment attends 
The voice of inſolence? 


T 


Oszic, 
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- Obie The voice of cruth! 


Os ERT. O, it is 
A voice, to which I have been long a ſtranger — 
Pride, ſtand aloof! ye viſionary forms 
Of titled majeſty, away ! while thus, 
Thus to my arms I take one honeſt man, 
More worth to kings than-empire'! [Embraces Our ace 
 Osx1c. Saints of Heaven! 
Is this Northumbria's monarch, this our nt, 
Whoſe heart ſo long was ſhut from all acceſs 
Of alienated worth? ROWENAI— WIE STMORLAND}! 
| Oszexr. I underſtand thee— 
O, ſeverely true! Heaven pardon and redreſs! 
 OsR1c.' Then pardon thou my liege, my Kill 
loved lord! | 6 [Eneels, 
Pardon a raſh and moſt licentious tongue, 15 
That thus, with unexampled boldneſs, durſt 
Defame thy virtues, and traduce my maſter. 
OsgERT. Ha! MancnezsrTe ! 
Osr1c. The ſame — Why turns my Prince 
From his old man ? 
OssERT. Ungrateful to mine eye, 
Is the cold viſage of the friend J have injured, | 
Oskic. No more II ſwear, 3 
Thus to have found thee, to thyſelf reſtored, 
Is every loſs retrieved—tis more than empire! 
It is thy better birth-day, hail'd and hymn'd 
By angel forms, and heavenly winged ſaints, 
That guard a Britiſh throne! _ 
_OsBerxT. My father !—Come, 


Come to my heart, and plant ty ane there. 
0 I Embrace. 


And 
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And 0 thou ſage of years, thou ſon of wiſdom, 
If there is aught in art or arms to friend us, 
One caſt of helpful council ſtretch thy hand, 
And fave a finking realm! _ 


Oskic. One yet remains, 4 | 
One laſt expedient, one of mightieſt 3 fo 
But ſtrange to power, and {till to kings — 

Os BERT. O name it | 1 

Osnic. Wherefore do I ſee thee thus, 

With luke-warm ſoldiers, thinly ſown around thee ? 
Where are thy ſons, thou father of a people! 

That now ſhould combat for their own inheritance ? 
Ol] to the ſouls of unpoſſeſſing laves _ . 
No loſs can come, and every lord is equal. 5 

OsBxrT. What's to be done? 

Oskic. Yet, ere the morning dawn, | 
Summon thy ſubjects, yield them their dear FR we 
The rights of men free-born—the ſons of Heaven, 
Who hold, in common with the proudeſt kings, 
The gifts of nature, and the claims of reaſon! 
Would'ſt thou have ſoldiers faichful, Garing 


dauntleſs; 
Give them a ſtake to fight for—Is it gold, 


Office, or honour, or the brighter prize 
Of animating glory? No tis more! 
'Tis LIBERTY, my prince, aſſured by law, 
And circled from encroachment!—Neyer fell 
Army, or empire, *ere the fatal day, 
In which they fell from Freedom ! 

OsBEeRT. O, enough—all, all ſhall be amended, 
As thou, my friend and father, hall appoint. 
But 8 


© 4 | What 


Z , 
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whit youth! is that whoſe form a attracts out eye, 
And bits it note him? | 
Otx1c. Mine, my gracious ſovereign. 


OssER T. Is he thy ſon? 
Oskic. I have no other child. 


OskERT. Son, wotthy of the fire Approach, 
| brave youth! 2 
And r how beſt a monarch may prevail, 
Who means to wov and win thee to his friendſhip? 
Epwir. My gracious lord, the little worth 1 
bsdaft, 


6 WWII five tlie ſeeking; - 


OsnzkRT. OI we truſt 468 thee, 
To ſpeak thine own! deſervings ; well we know, 
Honour ne'er riſes in its on report. 
But if we yet furvive to- morrowꝰ's fon; "Si 
If, by thy wife and warlike father's councils 4 
H, by thy arm, thou” offspring of the brave 5 
It lie in valour, or in art to fave; _ 
Thente, every joy and every equal care, 
From both I gather, and with both I are 
With him my ſcepter, and my heart with thee; 


Thou LP loved brother, and my father he! 
[Exetint, 


E 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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RES. 


S CEN oy 


Ont agd G 


| Osnenr, 8 living—and fo near Wh 
O, the rapture l=— 
The dear diftreſs*d Wil you then plead "my 
pardon? _. *, 
Will you not telt her—nay, enforee i it, Gigi, e 
Pour all the abundanee of my ſoul before her — we 
Tell her, her ſafety lies within theſe walls 
My crown is hers, my life her beſt protection. 
'Osr1c, Mean you to wed her, then? 
OszzxT. Would'ſt thou not, my friend, 
Aſpire at Heaven, if diſtance did not bar thee ? 
Wed her !—yes; Os RIC for a fingle day, 
An hour of bliſs in her ſociety, | 
Pd barter every year of life to come 
But, O my crime—that outrage on her-honour!— 
Her peace, her beauty, and her ſpotleſs: innocence, 
Rent and polluted by my brutal paſſion !—  -- 
What ſhall I plead? Pardon ſhe never can | 
Tell her, in that, we are already wedded; 
For OsgERT hates himſelf. 
Osr1c, I will, my lord. 
16H - 


OszERT, 
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_ O8nzrr. Nay, but this night—this "_ night, | 
my Osgic!— *' 
Fate may diſpoſe the morrow to another. 
Tell her this inſtant hour ſtands ſingly up 
*Twixt life and death, time and eternity, 
Connubial honour and the blot of ages ! 
Away—my peace attends on thy return! 
Some angel fit upon thy charmed tongue, 
And teach thy breath perſuaſion, [Exit OszERT, 
Osaic. Rowena married, and a queen! tis 
well * 
The foe expell'd, my prince return'd to virtue, 
Het honour reſcued, and his fault forgotten 
But, Epwin there's the gulph— this dread pre- 
diction ! 
For OszerT wedded, then becomes at once 
His king, and father; ſo may fate be anſwer'd | = 
Tis but in man, throughout the maze of life, 
To mark the clue of his peculiar duty— _ 
Tis Heaven's to wind and guide the thread at 
F 3 ee 


e 
\ 


SCENE I. 


Enter 8 es EruzLwaup... ib 


| Exuxr. 1 ſwear it is too much. —Again per- 
| 3 MEE mit me | 
} To Saze, to feaſt my fight—again fall proſtrate 


[Eneels, 
To kiſs the ſteps of my reviving lord" 
My lord, my long loſt K touch, t ro \claip bim, 


5 That | 


3 W 
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T hat every ſenſe may ſwear tis he, indeed; 
And not ſome phantom of illuſive j ö 
That would abuſe his ſervant! 

West. To my arms 
To your returning maſter, riſe, my friend, 
My long tried ETHeLwaLD | 

ErTrzr, Dead! wept! entomb'd ! 
Your ſolemn trophy rais'd !—all the fad rites, 
Of dirge, and mournful obſequy !—yet thus, 
To ſee, to feel, that things impoſſible 
Appeal to demonſtration ! 

Wesr. Liſt, my friend, 
And loſe thy wonder.— | 
Fame ſays, that, on the eve of holy-croſs, 
Cover'd with wounds, along the _ blood: ſtain'd 

bank 

Of ſouthern Tyne, thy hapleſs maſter fell. 
He fell, indeed !—confuſion followed ſtraight, 
And rout, and darkneſs, that diſpers'd alike 
. * Victor, and vanquiſh'd. Yet, not fo retired 
One faithful ſoldier—he, o'er heaps of dead, 
Sat mournful, till the moon ſhould lift her lamp, 
To light him to his lord, whom foon he found— 
From my pale head he loos'd the mangled catque ; 
And, bending'o'er me, thro? the ſilent night 
Pour'd forth his loud affliction. To his plaint, 
And the cool freſh, I rais'd my ponderous lids, 
Then ſunk again Tranſported, all in haſte 
He ſtript my arms, and on a headleſs trunk 
Beſtow'd the rich endowment ; bound my wounds, 
And, with a ſinewy, and a dear embrace, 


Vor. III. 2 Upborn, 
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Upborn, convey'd me from the field of death, 
To a near hamlet. 

ETHEL. Pay him, bounteous eee 
Let me not taſte of death, till I become - 


A ſervant to that ſervant! 


WesrT. Senſe, and health, 


With time, return'd; till when, I held my ſecret. 
Then did I give my fortune to the winds, 
That threw me on the Dane him long 1 ſerv'd, 


Led forth his battles, and enlarged his bounds ; 


And, in return, he comes, my ſoldier now. 


To free my country, and to right my quarrel. 
ETHEL. Alas! my maſter, is it in thy leading, 
That ſuch a hoſt of foes comes Sanger onward, 


- To lay fair Albion waſte ? iq 


| WesT. No, Ern ELWALD— 


: My ſoldiers ſtep as though on holy ground, 


Smooth as a miſt that moves upon the morning, 
Dropping kind dew on every head, ſave one— 


For there our vengeance levels—he, your king 


Your precious OsBerT i—lives. he ? 
ExrREL. He does. 
Wesr. Thank Heaven for 3 hace 5 


not, ye fiends ! 


Set him but firſt within my reach of Gght, | 


And if he ſcape this arm—live, Oe BERT, live |— 


Bow, world, before thy lord—for he's immortal! 


” > —] I& 


SCENE | 


5 — 2 
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Enter Huzza. 


Hos. have traced and found thee, W 2s rulon: 

lau I friend. 
Does this beſeem the general of our armiev 
Thus to forſake his camp, alone, unguarded; 
And caſt his valued perſon on the edge 
Of danger, and of darkneſs ? 

Wesr. O, my Hug A, 
There is, there is a cauſe !— 

Hug. Wherefore that ſigh, 88 
When fame, when friendſhip, and when Denmark 

wait, 

Bur till the morrowꝰs ſun ſhall light the world, 
To give Northumbria's ſcepter to your hand, 
And crown your arms with conqueſt ?_ 

 Wesr. O friend, friend! 
My ſteps have long been ſtrangers to ambition— 
I ſeek not fame, nor royalty. 


Hus. How, WesTMoORLAnD!. 
What elſe is worthy of a warrior's notice ? 


| Wesr Vengeance. 
_ Hug. Vengeance? 


West. Vengeance, my * a —0, gee 
nerous HuBBa, 
Oft was I on the point to tell thee all, | 
To pour my anguiſh in thy friendly boſom— 


But ſhame withheld the tale. 


I 2 | Hos. 


It. 
1 
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| When, i in a viſit, as from friend to friend, 
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© Hos. Long have I mark'd 

The labours of thy ſoul, the big emotion; 

But fear'd to aſk, although I wiſt'd to eaſe thee, 

Wes. The hour is come that mult reveal my 
VProngs, 

Loud as their cry for juſtice Liſt, my friend, 

It is a grievous tale once was held, 

F air, brave, and young, the hope of my loved 
country, 

Her firſt in arms, and honour'd as her king. 

Upon a time, I ſaw a noble maid, | 

Daughter and heireſs to the earl of Devon; 

] ſaw, I loved, and woo'd, and won her to me 

But, O, to ſay how bleſt—new-budding youth 

Would run to age, in numbering ofer her 5 

And never feel decay !|— 

Where'er ſhe moved, the dees caſt went 
with her, 

And roſe in morning-comfort on my Gght. 

At length, this angel, placed on — brought 
forth 

A ſon, a little cherub to the world, 

Cloath'd in the brightneſs of his mother's beauty. 

So, all was full, rhe ſocial, the humane, 

And every cordial amity !—Two years 

Paſs'd blifsful on, and ſmiled. But then — 

Hus. What then? 


 Wesr. Ay, then arrived that hour, that fatal 


hour, 


Which hell caught out, and mark'd for my un- 


doing— 


_ King | 


r 


+ A 5 — J 
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King OsBERT ſought my caſtle, I was abſent 
But my too charming bride dark envy ſaw, 
And figh'd—his crown end POO paſſions 


roſe, 
That ſwept faith, friendſhip, Heaven, and earth 
before em. 


Te o ſue, was vain—-he knew it i ee elſe? 
Force, guilty, ruffian force and I was ruin'd !— 
Hvus. O, honour, virtue what, Northumbria 8 
Os BERT? : 
Wrsr. Even he—the e raviſher, the 
| robber— 81 
The luſtful, lawleſs ruler Go, my friend. 
We have a buſineſs here of private claim, Ws: 
But dear import. return thou to the camp, 
Prepare our deſtined embaſſy to York, | 
And challenge forth whoe'er, in ſingle fight, 
Shall ſtand his country's hope—he ſhall be met, 
And theſe the high conditions—if we conquer, 
Then, OsgER T cedes, and fair Northumbria's crown 
s left at our diſpoſe; but, if we fall, 
We ſwear to abdicatę his throne for ever, 
And leave the land in peace. 


Hus. It ſhall be done. 


Wesr. OsBerry, I think, will not confide his 
0 Crown 72 1 
To any ſecond arm: for hei is bold; OA Wi 
Though guilty, warlike as the ſons of cart, 
Ere nature knew decline my vengeance then, 
With ſudden tranſport ſhall bi forth, cone d. 55 
And gripe REquarry. ac +2110. 60 . 
1 4 Hon. 
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Hu. Tis moſt likely 
May all the powers that war on perfidy « 02 
Succeed your hope — Adieu. I Exit Hus 

Wrsr. My ETRETLIWAIp, 
Are we not near the place that holds my treaſure- 
The bleſt abode, where my Romana devils, | 
And conſecrates the ſhrine ? ä 
ErnEL. We are, my lord —— 
Yon pile, yon happy pile, contains the ſaint; 
And lifts our earth to Heaven. 

. WesT., Your arm, my ErRELWAI D, 
For I am ſudden faint with doubt andi Joy; 
And trembling expectation 
Now walls, kind walls, be eber eren 
Give but theſe eyes to ſee her once again, 
And I will caſe your ſpires with beaten gold !— 
Lend me thy cloak Attend a. while wichout 
re 3 [ Exeunt. 


= jp Pod 


/ 


8 E * E IV. 
An: Apartment in me ABR Ex. 


Rowena and Osric ſeated. 
They riſe and come forward, 
Osx1c. Yet, give me leave 
| Row. No more I pray, no more | 
Honour!—ſtame to it, for it ſticks'on guilr, 
And leaves reproach to virtue! I will none on't— 


My lord, my lord, I am matried to Ny grave, 
a wil no other * 5 


© . 


4a - 


. 
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Osz1c: Wondrouscreatures | 
All fainted excellence -I did but An 8 * 
By, My countrygwedded to her peace in the 
To ſee thy bright example, as a glaſs, 
2 Rais'd to the public eye, where every ſoul 
Muſt ſhame to look, or drefs irfelf to virtue. 


| Row. Alas! good Osxie, 1 have no {kill to 
queen it; 

And if the little virtue Heaven has lent, 
Will ſerve to pilot on one humble bark 

To its laſt port, it is a taſk ſufficient 

So much for royalty And, for the reſt; 

1 had rather mix me with the loathſome dead, 

And yield my living body to corruption, 

Than turn my ſoul into the bed of ſenſe 

Still more deteſted. 


Oskic. Yet, Rowena, yet, 
There is a claim, your country has a claim — 
Row. A claim! 
OsRIc. Yes, lady, | 
Of retribution—that you ſeal her peace; 
A kind reverſe of bleſt proſperity, 
In recompence of all the mighty ills, - 
You brought upon her. | 
Row. I, Osxic, I? 
Os a ic. Not the famed Helen, toſs + detrudtiv 
| charms 
Laid Aſia waſte, and made all Greeee a wow; 
Cauſed equal deſolation—Still, methinks, 
I fee thy huſband in his vengeance'riſe ' 
\ L090 as the thunder, furious as the whirlwind, 
4 4 | | O' er- 
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O'erturning armies, and our augen engel towns, 


In undiſtinguiſhed ruin 


Row. No, MancuesTerR—He warrd on guilt 
: alone, 
The friends of violence, the ac of virtue! ! 


Osa ic. Againſt his country, and her hut | 


king— 
Row. His country” s lawleſs tyrant! 
Osr1c. He is penitent— . 
As pilgrims ſworn to wander thro? the world, 
Their bare feet weeping blood on every flint, 
For one falſe ſtep. 
Row. O name him, name him not! a 


Oskic. Howl cannot piety, like thine, ſa 


rais'd | 
O'er all we deem of angels—faſt, and prayer, l 
And vigils, that already hold in Heaven 5 
Their nightly converſe — cannot theſe afford 
One drop of mercy to repentent frailty, 
That kneels and proſtrate falls beneath 5 foot 
For bleſt forgiveneſs? 

Row. O, Osxic!— 


\ 


My friend, my father Loh 1 wit confels it | 


To thee I will confeſs—days, nights, and years, 


J have ſtrove, and combated, and pray'd for help, 


3 


And waked, and watch'd, and wept, and wiſh'd to 


| „ Rarden. | 
To act the ſwelling 45 he big . 


In vain—{Ull faithful to the dread remembrance, 


The giant wrong returns too mighty for me— — 
His name, his dire idea tis my curſe, 


The ſpectre of my thoughts, my deteſtatio, 
* os 747 | My 
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My daily, nightly horror |— 
Heaven, pardon thoy But where ?—O! where's 
the power, 
Shall waſh my ſtain away? 

Osr1c. Thy ſtain, thou mirror ofdivine per- 

| feftion !— 

Thy ſtain? 

Row. Indelible, 
It ſticks tis rooted in my name, my memory, 
Deep as exiſtence— O, the ruthleſs | ravager, 
Who kills. for ages !—Seeſt thou, MaxchsrER, 
Theſe organs, once ſo pleaſing to the eye, 
Now to the ſoul they hold abhorr'd, and loath⸗ 

ſome? 

This body of pollution, *tis my burden, 

load irreconcileable—till death | 
| Shall mix and crumble ir with kindred duſt, 
That no diſcerning finger may point out 
Where lie the ruins of the loſt Rowena, 

Osaic. F aireſt, my ſuit, I doubt, was over 

earneſt, | 

But did not mean offence—Repoſe attend thee ! 
Heaven's happieſt viſions open in each —"—— 
And fen out thy ſlumbers | (Exit, 


SCENE V. 


WrsrMORL AN enters, and bends on one Knee, 
Row. O! once, indeed, 
I had a huſband—his all-placid face 
Was as alittle Heaven, new planeted 
| With 


f Her long, loſt, her life-wedded WeisrworLanD. 
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With twin bright ſtars; 3 and beabty from each : 
5 | 
As through a ſummer e Lo0k'd abroad, 
And found no rival.- | 
Ha what art thou [Seeing Waeruoniand. 
That thus obtrudelt thy irreverend 4g 
Upon the ſacred vigils of the night ?— 
Com'ſt thou i In friendſhip ? ? 5 (Wer. kneels. | 
Ws r. From that ſacred breaſt, 
Heaven's choiceſt” ſeat, far, far be dread” and 
danger! 
In friendihip? yes with awe—with adoration, 
Row. Whence? 
WesrT. Peace be to your gentle heare 1.— 
I bring a token, and from one, who once 
Was honour'd with-the higheſt, deareſt claim, 
That ever did enrich a mortal—one, | 
Who once did boaſt'Rowena for his bleſſing 1 


ty 4 


i 


Row. If, O if— 
Celeſtial-meſſenger ! thou doſt deſcend, a 
To tell my hour's at hand I hail thy ſummons 1 


My ſ6ul'is on the wing to meet my lord, 


Where all cares end, and love alone's immortal. 


WesrT. He lives thy happy huſband!— 
He lives, he comes Already has he paſt 
A length of diſtant lands already reach'd 
The beach that beetles ofer that envious ſea, 
Which roll'd between you! 

Row. Living I- landed! — 


Did'ſt thou ſay, landed? 


Wesr. Yes, within this hour 
1 This, 


_ 
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This; this exalted hour, this hour of bleſſedneſs 
Prepare to hear, to ſee, to hold —- 
| | [WistmorLand riſes—the cloak drops, 
- Row: Abs Heaven! 
O'erwhelm me not with hopes of happineſs, 


That mock a mortal's reach! Am awake? 

In life, or death, that form ſhould be remem- 
| berd— 

It breaks upon me O the gracious figurel— 
'Tis he, my lord, my huſband !— | 
Shield me, give me room! 

His preſence fills the place but leaves our air 
Too thin for breath I cannot -h — Faints. 


Wrsr. Here end me, nature —l have lived 
| my length, | [Catches her. 
Have climb'd the zenith of my Heaven and hence 


'Tis declination all Wake, O wake, my love, 
Star of ſweet influence l Ve. ſilver lids, 


That chamber up the morning, open ſtraight, 


Open your gates, that I may ſce my day. 


Row. This crown is hot—it ſears me to the 


brain! 
Yon is a brighter, for *tis gem'd with ſtars!— 
Away—unhand me, ruffan—thou a king! 


Have I not ſworn it? I will not be wedded. 
[Breaks from him. 


Wrsr. Alas, ſhe raves 
Row. Indeed eyes mock me not! 


If it is he, I'll have him — Runs into his arms. 


Wrsr. Rowtna, deareſt! —— 
Why wilt chou pluck up ſorrow * the roots, 
With 


f 
y 
if 
N 


3 
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With ſuch deep heaves ? Why drown me with * 
tears — 
This paſſion quite o' erbears my growth of joys, 
Which elſe had reach'd the ſtars— Ah, thoſe gore 
. ; N 
How they do ſpeak !— 
Wilt thou not know me? 
Row. Art thou not my lord, 
My wedded lord, fair Albion's arm of war? 
And am not I thy true and humble wife, 
Sworn ſervant of thy will? I think, even ſo. 
But whether ſo it be, in life or death | 
Awake, or over-watch'd—in ſooth, I know. not, 
Wesr. O, thou fair creature, 
Whom nature form'd ſo exquiſitely apt 
Jo fill the deep deſirings of my foul, 7 
Made up of love, and peace-born bleſſedneſs L 
Do I then hold thee ? - painful, painful rapture Eo? 
Row. Lord of my life, haſt thou alone the 
power 
To paſs the bourn of pale „ 
Whence none return beſide? or has No grave, 
Cold and inſenſible till now, relented,  _ 
Warm'd by my ſighs, and quickening to my | 


: wiſhes— 
And given thee back, thus lovely, to the light, 
Thus, thus, to my embraces? IkEmbrace, 


WEST. My heart' 6 bleſſing !— 
The ſeaſon ſerves nat now—we ſhall have time, 
We ſhall have time for all the wond'rous tale— 


To talk, to liſten, mingling ſweet regards, NTT 
And 
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And looks, and ſmiles, and GO from that 
tongue, 

Tuned, as the harp of David, to expel 

All anguiſn from the ſoul! 


Row. Delightful intercourſe, 
Foretaſte of Heaven But then 


 WesrT. Why that look averted ? 
Then ! What of then, thou deareſt ? 


Row. Then, my WesTMoRLanD, - 
How ſhall I dare to lift a face of ſhame 
To that majeſtic brow ? And yet, I truſt, 
*Tis not the tranſience of external beauty, 
A form alone that won thee to my wiſhes— 
No, thou didſt wed a more eſſential wife, 
The heart, the immortal foul of thy Rowena, 
Still thine, and unpolluted. 

Wesr. Ha!—yes, thou ſhalt have vengeance!— 

Say*ſt thou, deareſt ? 

O, no, thou art all, from violence, from Ospegr, 
From mortal touch, all pure and unpolluted, 
As ſnow new ſifted through a northern ſky, 
And kilt by the cold breeze—thy chaſter breath 
Would ſerve to light the veſtal fire anew, 
And conſecrate its flame. 


Row. Our Epwix lives 


_ Wesr. For that | bow to Heaven— 
There undivided, claſp'd within our offspring, 
The fondeſt wiſh my ſoul ere form'd is anſwer'd. 


Enter 


\ 
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Enter ETHELWALD. 


 Ernxct. My lord, beware! Juſt iſſuing from 
the town, | 
By diſtant torch-light I diſcern ſome troops, 
That this way bend their motions. 
Wrsr. Then, Rowena, 
We part for ſame few hours To morrow's ſun 
Shall light me to my love; and I will lift her 
To ſuch a height, ſo near divinity; 
The bendiog world ſhall look with wonder up- 
; ward, 
And worſhip while they gaze! ! 
Row. O, my life's lord 
Grandeur and I have vow'd a wide 8 
can't ſupport the ſtedfaſt ſearching brow, | 
The world's broad look —I fink to death be- 
: neath it! | 
Ah, might | wooe thee to the Kindly vale, 
The ſweet deſcents of life! —there Peace keeps 
home, 
Nor ever viſits at a lordly manſion; . 
But with the loves and joys, and downy hours, . 
Bounds o'er the green, and gee within the 
cottage. f 
WesT. Then, be it ſo— 
Soon as one urgent debt is paid to honour, 
Adieu the cares, and coils, that worldlings dreſs 
In rainbow robes, and falſify with titles ! 
Far from the ſcenes of frenzy, let us fly 


o 


. 
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To ſome fair Eden of primeval innocence, 
Where my Rowena's preſence ſhall bereave 
The fox of fraud, the cyger of his fierceneſs; 
Shall tune all paſſions of the ſoul to peace, 
The waves, the winds, and war- worn elements, 
To their firſt order Thou, like ſinleſs Eve, 
New from the hand of Heayen, returning bliſs 
To that fond boſom whence ſne drew her being; 
My vital conſort, my far dearer part, 
Warm at my” ſide, and Panting at my heart! 
IlIkkExeunt. 


— 


END Or THE SECOND AOT. : 


ACT 
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. 
SCENE I. 


The Council CHAMBER: 


Osnkar, Osaic, "HRW and Lords, riſing from 
Table. 


OspERT. INH E dawn has almoſt ſtolen upon 
| our councils. | 
Here break we up; and let a ſhort repoſe 


Fit us tor weightier toils. 
[Exeunt all but Os BERT and Ounre: 


No ray of hope, thou ſayeſt— . 
No glimpſe, however diſtant, that may fervs 
To light me to my wiſhes ? 
Osrzic. None, my lord. 
Cold as a marble emblem of the dead, 
By ſome chill vault incircled from the world, 
Rowena's every ſenſe is ſhut, alike, 
To love as to ambition—Yet the turns, 
The ſtrange events that lodge within the womb 
Of wide futurity, alike forbid 
Deſpondence, as preſumption. 
OsgERT. There I caſt 
One little grain, where hope may yet take root _ 


— 
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In poſſibility For, O my friend, 

My father! who haſt given me, by thy councils, 
My better birth—a birth, wherein alone 
Exiſtence can have worth, my birth in virtue! 
Already does my ſoul attempt for freedom; 
And, from the fetters and the gloom of guilt, 
Gets all aloft, and ſoars within my boſom, 

I feel new being, joyous, calm, humane, 
The kindly offices of man to man, 

How ſweet the intercourſe ! —of Kings to all, 
Thrice bleſt prerogative ! 


OsR1c. True, my loved liege | 
When monarchs ſtoop to act, and feel like men, 
They riſe a flight o'er angels, 

OsBerT. Yes, my OsRic, 

The foe who meets the ardour of to-morrow, 

I think was born when luckleſs planets ruled. 

I pant for day] pant, to ſhew my people, 
What deeds their king ſhall dare in their defence, 
The firſt in danger, as the firſt in office. | 
But I detain thy age from needful reſt; 

Thy couch expects thee—this one warm embrace 
Shall yield thee till the morning. | 


Osx1c. Firſt of kings, | 
Thrice valiant Oss RN, may thy Faris" reigh 
Riſe, like the coming ſun, upon the world, 
Chearful to man, diſpenfing light and life ! 
And after a long courſe of wide beneficence, 


Retire, when late, to Heaven, and ſer | in glory ! 
[Exit OsR1c. 


Vol. III. 8 „ een 


130 THE EARL OF WESTMORLAND. 


- Enter an OrrickR. 


OrriokRx. My liege, as weſtward we held on 
our rounds | | 

Near the York Minſter, we eſpied a man, 

Of port majeſtic, and of ſhining arms, 

Dazzling the night. He would have paſs'd our 

guard ; 
And Anulf, Ethelbald, and valiant Oſwald, 
Fell by his arm— At length, by numbers quell'd, 


He waits your pleaſure— _ 
OsBexkT. Give him entrance. Ha! 


„ I6- i: 
Enter WxSTMORLAND | in 8 


A majeſty indeed aan ſome lorn cloud 
Appears to have informed his manly brow 
With well acquainted ſorrow . brave 
ſtranger, \ 
Who, and whence art chan! ? Silletin !—then, 
perhaps, | 
Some dear and ſacred grief ſits heavy on thee, 
That ſhould not be prophaned by vulgar ears. 
Leave us together, | [Exeunt Guards. 
Now, declare thyſelf— THz 
And if thou beareſt up but to thy ſeeming, 
Noble and virtuous, though thou ſhould'ſt be 
found 
My foe profeſs'd, know OszerT for thy friend 
Wæsr. Thy foe proteſs'd ! — 7 
| Oskar. 
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OsBERT. Of Denmark, art thou; Pd 

Wes.” wel 52,1 

OsBtrT. What—of. the powers now. banded 
againſt Britain? 

WesrT. A leader. | 620 


Os BERT. Speak thy e 
Wesr. Thus ſays the Dane; and what my 


tongue declares, 
His ſcepter ratifies Not luſt of 9 
Or empire, bears us to Albion's ſhore ; 
But juſtice on a ſingle head Grant that, 
And Denmark is your friend. obs 
OsztRrT. Have ye, for this, 0 erſpread our ſeas 
with fleets, | 
Our land with arms ? 
WesrT. We have. 
OszexT, Name the offender. 


 WesrT. Nay more— 
Me aſk, but what by law of arms we vent 


The guilty and the injured, man to man!— 

The reſt let fate decide. b 
OsgERT. Tis granted, chearfully. n wh 
Wrsr. And ſurely—is it? 

Os BERT. Yes; if there's truth or honour i in 1 the 
: land; | | 

In Heaven, ot earth, aught binding, 
Wesr. You will not ſhrink— 
Os BERT. No—though ourſelf ſhould anſwer thy 

| bold ſummons. - 

Thou haſt our faith I ſwear it, by my head, 

Wesr. Tis there our vengeance levels . 

OsgERT. Inſolent !— 


* 
244 


8 And 
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And who is he, that dares inipeach a monarch ? 
And more preſumptuous ſtill, that ſingly dares, 
In equal field, to meet the arm of Os EAT? 
WesT. He ſtands before you 
OsBerT. Ha!l—thy name? 
 Wesr, Tis WESTMORLAND |— 
A long pauſe. 

Now do you know me? 

OsBerRT. WESTMORLAND |— 
Had yawning hell 
| Caſt all his fiends upon EI Pas depth 
Nor height the univerſe could not afford 
A ſpectre, like thyſelf, to ſhake the nerve, 
And blanch the cheek of OssER Kr! 
Ws. O thou fell tyger, hungry as the grave, 
| Gorged with the lives of innocence and honour— 

What can'ſt thou anſwer, thou imperial ſpoiler, 
To me, thy fubjet?—now thy ſlave— in chains 
Alone -unarm'd yet, by thy a 
Exalted as thy judge -an awful Judge, - 
To fink thee to perdition! | 


OsBerrT. I had 3 5 
Thoped, 1 truſted, I had made—my peace | 
- On earth, in Heaven !—but, like a baneful blaſt, 
A ſudden peſt, thou art come to wither vp 
All the wide harveſt of my ripenꝰd _—_ : 
Thou plague, thou hell 1 Gn | 
WesT. Yes—— 
Beyond this life—while as 8 4 _ + CIR 
War, hateful, deadly, and determined war, 
Muſt ve the lot of WESTMORLAND and OszerT! 


DAM 8 Heaven 


+ v 8 
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Heaven can't contain us; nor the ſoffering earth, 
And keep her elements at peace — | 
The ſeat of memory is curs'd that holds thee— 


O would chaſe thee to the verge of thought, 
There puſh thee off, and blot thee from creation 


Though I leapt after 


OSBER . Rebel, I thank thee—thou doſt * 


expunge 
My ſingle fault by thy ſuperior wickedneſs! 
To thouſands—to thy country falſe, thou traitor 
Who never wrong'd thee !— 
Wesr. Ha!—yes—it may—it may be ſo 
Devil !—tis thou haſt damn'd me then—Yet, 
wherefore ? 
The very wren would rouze at ſuch a wrong; 
Would guard his little neft from violation, 
And plume himſelf againſt the princely eagle! 
In ſuch a cauſe, all ways, all means, are lawful— 
Truth does avouch it—vengeancel it is my food, 


My thirſt— High Heaven, who __ a | world to | 


man, 
Gave it in common—traſh not worth contention has 
But chaſtly paled the bridal bed around, 
With ſanctities and honours, whoſe offence jt 
Is deeper than damnation |! | 
OszERT. O, thou haſt, 
Thou haſt, indeed, been injured - paſt OY 
Or the world's recompence!-— What's to be done? 
Wrsr. The duty of a king— — 
One act of juſtice let it mark thy reign 
Let not a nation fink for thy tranſgreſſion 
For once give anſwer to the call of honour; 
7 3 And 


* 
* 
| 
nh 
5 
* 
7 
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| And as thou haſt been ever bold in ill, 
Be bold for once in honeſty! | 
Os BERT. O! no— | 
Yes—any other arm but thine—or thine, 
Though doubled, ſo thou drop thy dread ally 
That combats for thee HERE 10 no, 1 cannot — 
I will not fight thee !— 
WesrT. Then, periſh Beieaie, - N 
Or caſt the tyrant out War, paſs. thy bounds ! 
Range engem wide as air! cruſn, cruſh the 
world, | | | 
So thou but wrap him in the general x ruin 
Art thou, art thou a man—a a warrior— 
A champion, choſen to breaſt thee to the breach? 
And doſt thou quail, and ſkulk behind thy people? 
Doſt thruſt. the ſucking babe, and | Tar-Frozen 
»/.mdther;7 41573 #1 
Betwixt thyſelf-and danger ? 
Oszrerr.: Oh l—— -» | 
Wesr. +Thy oath is paſt, thou 1 abide the 
venture. 
Take arms of vantage, caſe thee Wund in ſteel 
Of proof impenetrable give me, but, 
Naked, defenceleſs, but to have one ſtroke, 
One grapple for the bleeding cauſe of honour, | | 
And ] acquit thee—from the firſt of time, 
Through all eternity, I ſeal thy pardon | 
'OsB1: x7. Well—when ?—it ſhall be 1 
Thou halt mehrt, .c-: 
A little 3 of recollection now— - 
Time ſoon ſhall ſerve I ſwear it arm to atm, 
te "_— man any ſnalt be farisfied. 


Wer, 
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Wesr. Wilt thou And I will thank thee in 
the grave. | 


OskERRT. I will 
Wesr. Well hold thee to thy E 


faith thy manhood 
I may expect thee, then 
OszERT. Yes—elſe, may Heaven 
Stand in thy place for vengeance ! 


An OFrFiceR enters. 


Orriokk. My liege, the os approaches, and 
is now. 


In fight of York 
OsgERT. Moſt noble ſtranger !—for an hour 


or two, 
You muſt confort with patictice---Gridrdi;* CON» 


duct him; 
And fee that he be treated with attention, 


Becoming princely dignity and honour. 
. [Exeunt WesTMORLAND and Guards. 


1 8 E 
Enter Os xi and Epwix, with Citizens. 


Osgic. My lord, W come apace, the ſtorm 
bends this way! | 
Mine be the walls, mine and the citizens - 
But haſte with Epwin, haſte to horſe, my liege! 
Array your oldiers i in the ſquare, and hold them 


r Ready 


# 
44 4 
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Ready to ſally on the firſt advantage. 
Haſte, valiant OssERT Gee feverally. 


* 


8-0 KM 00, 
The FiELDs before Lokk. 
A Dantsn March and Muſic. 


Ivan; HusBa, and Soldiers, enter with the Great 
| Raven-Standard of Denmark, 


Hun. 5 fair to fight, how chearing to the 

ſenſe, 

Theſe fields-throw fragrance to the vernal breeze, 
And greet our ſoldiers with a ſweet ſalute ! 

Tvar, It is a tempting invitation, HuBBa— 
This favourite iſle, this daughter of the gods, 
Retires with conſcious beauty from the world; 

Like ſea- born Venus, riſes from the waves, | 

And chaſtly courts the ſoldier's arm to claſp her. 
Hu. Ivar, thus far, the voice of ner 

calls; 

And friendſhip anſwers to the glorious "RARER 

To pluck oppreſſion from the ſeat of power, 

And ſubſtitute the injured : 'tis an office, 

Worthy the delegates of Heaven. 

IvaR. True, brother. 

Nor do I grudge Nerdumbila to her WESTMOR»- 

ad, 
Our brave, unhappy . then, my HupBa, 
In Britain's heavenly ſphere, there are more ſtars 
7 | | Than 
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Than gem the crown that WzsTMORLAND muſt 
wear; ; 


Nor can we want a cauſe, while creat ambition, | 
That made a god of Grecian Philip's en; 


Inſpires with equal ardour. 

Hunz. O, beware!— — 
If theſe your counſels, let your breaſt conceal them, 
Nor truſt them to the ear of WEsTMORLAND. 
I know how dear he holds his country's health; 
Nor would I wiſh his valour for our foe. | 
Think how his arm might ſway the ſcale of Britain! 
A name is light, yet his outweighs a legion. 
There's not a Dane throughout your numerous 

hoſts, 

But looks to him, as to the god of battles; 
And wears ſome favour, letter'd with his name, 
To charm een from them. | 


Sor pix enters in haſte. 


Ivaz. How now? thy looks ſpeak haſte— 
What tidings, ſoldier ? | 
Sol p. O, my ſovereign lord! 
*Tis rumour'd, that our leader, in the night, 
Adventuring near the city, was beſet, 
And, all unſeconded, is either ſlain, 
Or captive now in York, 

Ivar. The ſword of Denmark 
Shall richly pay his ranſom — -- 0 
Now looſe the war, impetuous as a flood, 
And thou hot ſun be quench'd, and ſet in a blood. 

' (Sound Trumpets) ; IxłExeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
The Inſide of the A Ev. 


Rowena and Nuns. 


_ Paſs but a little time, and all ſhall be, 
To every purpoſe of this preſent world, 
As though they had never been !—Build on, 
projection! | : 
Pile, avarice | ambition, ſcale the clouds |— 
It is but as a dream of varying fancy; ; 
A breath—and all is vaniſhed ! 
Hear me, my children! —“Liſt, ye hallow'd virgins, 
O liſt, and take my laſt inſtructions with 15 — 
Ha!—did ye mark that groan? 
1ſt Nun. No one is near | 
Row. Methought it came ended by a voice, 
That echoed—< Take her laſt inſtructions with ye.” 


1ſt Nux. Hark — hark 1 | 
[Charge, drums and trumpets at a | dialed. 


Row. Defend us, Heaven !—the noiſe of battle 
| 8 [They look out. 


The forth of coming war, how dreadful is it !— 

Wide on the right, no opening ſpot can ſhew | 

What ground 0. tread.— Alas, alas, for Tork! 

She cannot ſtand the ſhock—her ancient towers 

Already ſeem to ſhake at their approach, | 

And bow to her foundations. [sound, beat, and claſh, 
iſt Nux. Look O look !— 
Row. Ha!—Yes—the town too iſſues to the 

battle— 
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| On either part, the kings ride foremolt—Now, 

Now they have mark'd each other for deſtruction 

He's doyn— the Dane is down !— 

Now OsBERT is unhorſed 

O bravely reſeued!—- 

And ſuch a fair deliverer ! 

Ha!—tis my Epwin !— Turn, thou infarit v warrior, | 

Nor tempt the random blow 4 | 

Ah, raſh, raſh boy! 7 

See how he throws himſelf amid the battle, | 

And makes a mock of danger— ** 

15 ſave him, ſave him, Heaven — They gird 
him ix en 

A child againſt an army! nE 1 wo 

He's down, he's down, and I will look no More— 

What dreadful . are theſe ?— 


[An a tumulr. 
See, Eb ſee. [A Nun goes out, and inſtantly returns. 


2d Nux. They come—they are at our doors, 
A band of ruffians Save us, madam, ſave us! 
Row. Quick, to the gate, fy ſome one!—maks 
it ſure, 
But for a few ſhort moments—For oyſalf 
Blow tempeſt !—nature, wreck !—it matters no: 
Tis finiſh'd—I am ſecure—Bur, O for theſe, 
Thine own devoted -O, or never, now 
Inſpire, thou Living Strength ! a wandrous deed, 
A courage not their own—Say, my ſiſters, 
What would ye do, from luſt and violation, 
What dare, from ſuch a loſt eſtate to eſcape ? 
iſt Nux. Put us to proof. 
2d Nux. We dare the laſt extremes. 
3 Nux. Tortures, or death, or worſe. 
| Row. 


— 


A 
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Fl 


Row. One dear embrace— 


For now we _ no more and thus, and thus 
nn. 


We bind us to 0 other, in a knot, 
More firm than that which winds the world to- 
gether, | | 

For ours is tied in virtue. 

O, if they yet ſurvive - my child, my 3 2 
1 whom my foul lives, feelingly transferr'd 
Throughall their faculties—prote& them, Heaven! 
Quit, quit all care of me, and take the dear ones 
To your peculiar guardianſhip ! 
Hark for now _ [The noiſe approaches nearer, 


; Our trial i is at —— ye prepared? 


[Draws a knife, 
Nt UNS. . We . you to death! EE 
| | | [The Nuns do the ſame, 
Row. And ſuch a death, 


[ As ſhould preſerve the very life of virtue, - 


[A ſhout at the door, 
Were ſcarce a ſin They come !—Siſters, away!— 


Tis triumph all above, when Virtue wins the day. 
ith IExeunt. 


* 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


ACT 


K * 3 
* x 


— 2 OE NET 


OsBERT enters, 


7 HAT art 8 Time? 


Thy many ages paſt, were once 
to come; | 


And now, are—nothing What thou art at 
preſent, 

We cannot, if we would, r morrow ! 

Ah, who would wait the coming of the morrow, 
But that Hope bears him to ſome promiſed bliſs, 

That yeſterday ne'er knew The morrow comes: 3 

And, like its predeceſſors, merely ſerves 

To count our cares Where's he, who would recall 

The happieſt term of time once paſt, or wiſh 

To plant it in the days of life to come? 

But what is life to come, where hope comes not! 0 

Rowena, injured ſanctity! in thee 

The world is bankrupt; and for aught that's now 

_ Contained beneath yon ſtar-ſet canopy, 

I reck not—For the reſt—the dread hereafter ! . 

A life of guilt were haply beſt atoned, 


. | | So 


Os BERT. 


3 | 
d "THE FARE OP WESTMORLAND, 


So Heaven in mercy warrant, by a death 
Of juſtice, and of honour !—Who attends ? 


Enter OFFICE R. > 


Take this ſeal, foldier—go, and bow thee down 
Before our noble captive; give him freedom, 
Arms, and ſafe conduct to Saint Cyprian's Grove 
Say, we have buſineſs for a ſword like his, 

And wait him there. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


158 bh E N E I. 
Os nie 2 Epwir. 


Ossi. But to be looſed to ſuch ungovern'd 


-- + forrow— 

'Tis def peration !—'tis the anarchy 

Of minds o'erthrown, where paſſions ride aloft, 

And the fair fields of ripening virtue lie 

Defaced beneath the tempeſt n 
Epwix. Pardon, ſir! 

I would -I will obey you—are you not 

My only parent, now? —O, happy father! | 

You lived not to behold this day the loſs | 

Of your child's mother—of your loved Rowena— 

Of all that earth could boaſt of Heaven—of all 

That life could give of joy, or death take from us! = 

But the cold grave, with its unfeeling ſhrowd, 
Now ſhuts you from the ſenſe, — | 

""Osxic. Yet, Epwin, yet, 

| She may be ſafe: they would not, could not per- 

petrate 


FAY 


#37, 4 


A deed, 
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A deed, of ſuch reproach to manhood—no p53 
Your eyes ſhall yet behold her. ON 4 
' _Epwin. Never, never! 

O fir, till I beheld her angel-Face, 7 
I knew not what it was to have a mother. 
I had laid up, within my fond conception, 

A thouſand promiſed ſcenes of joys to come, 
Delights of filial ſweetneſs ; days, and years, 
Spent in the glad officiouſneſs of duty, 
Made happy by her ſmiles—O, mother fair! 

Why died. I not in thy defence? | 

For O, this weak unexecuting arm 

Was impotent to ſave thee ! 

Osxic. *Twas Heaven's will | 
What lay in man to do, thou didſt, my Epwin! 
The king hath ſummon'd us to council, here 
If thou doſt prize my ſafety, dry thy tears 
And keep their ſource a ſecret. Retire awhile, 

To calm this ſtorm of overbearing paſſions, 
8 1 Wi [Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
A GROVE. 


OsBxrT enters, and walks ſome time diſturb'd. | 


OsBerT. My hand, my heart, be firm _— is a 
period 
Of infinite import a mighty ſummons !— 
The voice of equity, the ſenſe of honour, 
Rouze up the man, the ſoldier, and the king, 


To 
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To fill the hour with deeds of anſwering greatneſs, 
Heaven take the * to thine endes Coin 


8 * E N E . 
Wa Aten with i Officer. : 


OspxnT. My noble friend, moſt welcome * 
You withdraw, + [Exit Officer. 
Wzsr. And is it come, the thirſted hour ?—0 
tranſport ! 
Art thou mine, vengeance 2—what | the ſacrifice 
Within the graſp of honour ?.— Haſte, call forth- 
Thy guards— _ 
Thy champions choſen to anſwer to the fire 44, 
That rages in my heart, thou yet art mine 
Tho' the ſwift bolt ſhould ue: been 15 
OssE RAT! | RR 


Thou art mine for ever! 3 
OszxRr. Be it! Thou ſeeſt I have ta'en no. 


vantage, WESTMORLAND, 
Of aid, arms, time, or place—fair, equal, all, 


And ſecret— Silent. art thou ?—then, come on; 
[ Draws. 


And let us prove the proweſs of an arm oy 
So far renown'd—if mine betray me not, | 
Thou ſhalt be well encount'red—What impedes?— 
For injured honour—for revenge come on 1— 
Wirst. Amazement holds me—Is it poſſible !— 
No vantage, doſt thou ſay—and this right hand 
Arm'd by thyſelf againſt thy proper boſom ? 
*Tis contradiction to eternal order— 

Could 


THE EARL OF WESTMORLAND. * 


Could aught fo guilty be ſo brave? 
OsBzrT. Thou ſeeft= - 
 'Wesr. So like a ſoldier, like a king, 5 

True to his oath and honor — Os BERT, art thou? _ 

It cannot be !—What, OsBzxT !—he who laid _ 

My world of joy—of honor waſte ; and in 

One cruel hour of his licentiouſneſs, _ 

Who did devour my infinite of years; 

And caſt the peace of mine eternal ſoul | 

To deſolation ! 

OsBzrT. Oh !--no more—come on, 
And rouze thee, like the lion, with the lan 
Of wrongs, thus treaſur*d to o.the hour of wrath; 
And retribution. 

Ws Yet thou haſt my thanks. * 

Jever held thee bold; for this * OskERT, Y 

| OxnunT. Art prepar'd 7 

Wesr. Ves, yes, 

The world impels; fame, honor, rolling n 

Throꝰ late poſterity, demand it of me. 

 O8BxrT. They do. Come on. 
Wrsr. Thus then, - to cloſe the wound 

Thro' which diſhonor iſſues to the world 

Reſt you, my liege. 1 [They fight 
O8BerT. No, fate is buſy, WRSTMORLAND, 

And we wh know the iſſue 


7 


** 


146 - THE\EARL/ OF "WESTMORLAND. 


[osszar is wounded—We$THORLAND ſteps ht 
concerned, and OsBrxt leans upon, why ſword. _ 


* 92 * * ; Es 
ö 4 4 oy a 


OsBERT. WrsrMoRt,and | 2 
Thy debt is paid! and what remains for! me, 
The next dread minute muſt unfold! 3 ben, : 
W rar Alas! 83 | nn VO Ic 5 
Unhappy man my Wrath that, TY nies 
Beſtrode the world, and call'd the nations up, 
With thee is fallen, and has expit'd before thee! 
O that the breacli of honor had been clos'd 9 
Without this bloody cement that my ſword 
Had reach'd thy guilt, but ſpar'd thy nobleneſs ! 
Osvkr. O WESsTMORLAND come near—thine 11. 
pect tells me 8 Fi OO) 
I have thy p'ty—lf IL haye thy pardon, 3 
Seal now a blefd oblivion of all injuries | 1 
Wrsr. Heaven ſhower « on A vm a of or end full arid 
free, C Gy 
As that 1 grant w a 4 woes 
OsBERT. Once moſt lov'd, * re 
And ever held in *honour—noble W ec 
O, had not paſſions hurried me to . 5 « 
Deteſted by the doer — hat Wc. 
Of kindred glory had we run together! of s 5 
Wer. Alas! the ſteps that x the « paths 
72.1250 ron 5: 
Are not all thine, 


N \t * 9 7 
N , — 


OszeRT 


* 
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une. nee _ too had: * 


Then lend vaio ahi melean EI 

On that forgiving, boſam—, : thoſe tears, 1 

Thoſe tears, my WESTMORLANÞD, they fall bp: 
00, me, Iron 2 

Like Heaven? 8 indulgent. .dew-weach | drop, of 


power 5 
To waſh a ſtain 4020 f [This f 8 1 


Thy paſſport hence had to tell thee much— | 
Of IO II nobleneſs—0' ercome—yet firug- 
028 gling Yor bo. HY iin 5 | 
A moment 6 no more It anſwers not— | 
Sad tidings, 0 en 1 
They had Funmin'd hee {thy Rowe WOK 


log ai potola W302 NT DIS 
Wesr. Gone!—arrthougoneforever? —O!: r 
OsBERTI— — Qi} een, 
To Kill thee-once, 1 would have given a vena; 
And now would give, thou nobleſt, firſt 'of men ! 


A thouſand worlds to have thee back again. Exit. . 


se 1 


Yr 


Aa Pavilion in the Dann Camp. | 
Ivan; Hunz, and Daniſh Officers. 


Hun. O- ſtain to manhood!— tis a. blot, my 


brother, 
That covers Denmark !—yes, it is a deed 
T hat ties the worth and freſhneſs of our fame 


To deteſtation 1— What, to wrong a ſex, | 
=; 2 Sacred 


* 


Sacred to arms, and guerded'by their weakneſs 
The murder of defenceleſs women Ide, 
Of virgins too, devoted to your alrars' 155 
It is a war with Heaven and 5 

Ivan. Adviſe, 
How may we caſt the unworthy aal 
From our own HDHõU,js. 

Hun. Will you, to your ſervant, | 

Permit this dear concern? 
_ Ivan, Moft willingly. _ | 

Hon. Arnold, be thine the: care o ke on all 
The perpetrators of this deed—to York 
Convey them Kenulph, be it dine, 
From the ſad aſhes of ſon pile to cull, 
The ſacred reliques—ſee them cloſed j in gold, 

Fit emblem of the purity that nd. 1 
Thre ſuch a fire 420 9 
Ivas, What new alarm iS, widen, v e 

tthoſe ſhouts, c 
That echo through our ang? lugs; 


Enter Or riena. 


- Orniczs, My royal lord! 
'Tis ſaid-our general approaches, free, 
And fafe, from York. 

lv as. How, fayt thou--is it polnble? 


* mighty. Thor, he comes -ab 


. q . - 'F F | > 
| 1 a | 
ff 8 nw” FED. 
7 . 2 ' 8 C E. 5 , 


=x* 
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SCENE V 
To them WesTMORLAND enters. 


Ivar, My friend! n n 
Hus. Great father of the wars Embrace. 
Moſt welcome : | 

Free, arm'd, unhurt? 

Wsr. It is a ſtory, 

Full of ſtrange accident. 

Tvar, Come you from Torx? 

Wzsr. I do—where OszzxT fell beneath my 

hand, | 

In equal combat ſlain. 

Iva. Proclaim it to the Heavens! £ 
Sound, ſound it, every inſtrument of triumph! 
Fail him ye hoſts—our general is a king. 

Northumbria's monarch ! Thus let me ſalute 

him, 

With earlieſt en | 

Hus. O, my friend — : . 
Soul of all honour may thy empire ſpread 
Wide as thy worth and glories! 

Wrsr. Thanks to both, 

And grateful retribution Ha! 

Eyes ſee amiſs or hence be dark for ever !|— 
Thoſe ruins !—Speak, who burnt the hallow 'd 

N | 
_ Hos, Truſt me. my noble friend, we both are 
_ guiltleſs— 


L 3 ” Bot 
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Both were in battle fallen, when this dire act 
Of outrage and diſhonour was committed. 
Ws. O, if Arabia's ſpicy neſt be * 
Where is my bird, the FPhænix of its S 5— 
Who can inform me? * 


ol 2 7 ; 
£ IT & 


ETHELWA LD enters. 


ETHELWALD | . 


Where is thy precious charge, thy wilreß * 
Silent !— 
Alas, there's deſolation in thine eye - 
Speak, 1 conjure thee—yet; while I have power 
To aſk, or ſenſe to hear thee. Wl 
ETHEL. O, prepare— © "A 36109 
Prepare to pardon, then, rhis tongue aceurs * 
*Bove all that e' er were doom'd to 171 of woe — 
ee e 3 
Wesr. What? Kh 11 


Eruzr. Dead! | 4 [Wesrwons ann fly 
Ivar. He ſtirs not.—Ceneral ! 
Hug. Moſt noble WESTMORLAND I 
Nor bears. The tempeſt- . n is en 
| him: 
And it may break in violence, ſelf oed ; 
Againſt his precious ins 
Ivar. Remove his ſword. * 5 
Ho. Down, art thou down 2—amid — world's 
wide foreſt | | 


as he ſtatelieſt pine oerthrown —0 conquering 
grief ! 


* 


* þ 
1 


* 
* 1 


7 


Before” 
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Before thee: Falls, who me the m of ebene 
He moves. Friend! att bY gg 5 
ExrREL. Maſter! 216 077 8 "> : 3 
van. Royal WzSTMORLAND! ne 

| 3514 [They raiſe, and ſeat * on, a et 
8 ** Alas the lot of man is frailty 
I murmur not, that I was born to ſuffer— 
But this was ſuch a ſtroke my heart, to this, 
Lay gum, ray: and pn de Eruxr- 
WALD! N 
Speak, ſay what envious eruel fends have brought "I 
This ſudden night upon us? Wo 
-ETazu. O, my loved lord —the day, was as ſcarce, 
die o; ©; | 
When, in contempt of all the powers of Denmark, 
Bold Osg ERA ſallied forth. Never Was held, . 8 
So fought—until, on either part, the chiefs, 1 8 p 
Sore toil'd, or fallen, were carried from the battle! 8 
Then, round yon pile, were gather'd, as Aen. 
The inſatiate furies, Cruelty: and Luſt !— 3 
What could Row] iN god the thunder fepr, _ 2 | 
Nor Heaven deſcended on the wing to ſave her. 
WesT, Proceed, proceed—my, ſoul is in, thy 1 
241227 tidings; PT. 22 
And every liſtening pulſe ſuſpends to "hear hls r 
ETHEL. When ſhe perceived no help way , near, 
ſhe call'd 
Her virgin train around her. Straight ſhe drew ' = 
A knife, now ſacræd to the cauſe of virtue, Kg 
And bade them mark her- Vet, While they beheld, 
That face, whereon, like firſt created nature, _ 
on divine was viſibly impreſt, 11 it4: 4d be 17 74 
310 % 1 4 | At 
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At once twas chaos all !—her cheeks, her lips, 
She gaſh'd, ſhe mangled !—and, to e nom 
Rowena was no more !— 
Wesr. Powers immortal j— | 
ETazL. Then roſe the daughters of her bright 
example 
High o'er their ſex, o'er all that Cer was famed. 
In ſtory !—each was a Rowena, now! © 
In ruſh'd the ruffians—but, when they beheld 
Beauty to horror turn'd, their boiling luſts _ 
 _Frozeinward—back they flunk—but ſoonreturn'd, 
Laden with ſtubble, and with kindling brands, 
That caught the pile around As incenſe breathed 
In morning ſacrifice direct to Heaven, 
Row ENA, and her train of maiden-faints, | 
Aſcended wrapt in flames!—and I-but Taree - 
Eſcaped to bring the tidings. 
WzsT. Mighty being! | 
Parent of good! for my Rowzna, nes ta. 
Lou thought I ſhould be tronbled—not the leaſt— 
I never knew an hour of peace like this 
All, all, within, is ſtill, amid che eee 43 


I he wreck of human nature! 
Ivan. Tour looks are moch diſtur'd—Retir 
my friend. | 
Wesr, Is the king come? are Mo our friends | 
| invited ? 


Sit, fit! | | 
Sound trumpets, bear the une er ny joys 

Upon the chariot of the air, to Heaven, 

And tell them, *ris the bridal day —— 
Mark ye, the king looks ſad I cannot blame him—— 
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| What, what is.ewpire, to a bride like mine . 
See where the. lits, the queen of health and beauty 
Dealing out Joys, as plenteous as the ſpring 

Throws odours. to the breeze ! —Apprpach not, 
friends * 


Leſt you be loſt, like me, beneath, her charms— 5 
Her ſweets oppreſs.! they grow. W for me !. 
Joys inſupportable 
Ivar. Help, bear him forward. 
How ſtrong this paſſion ſhakes him 
WesrT. OssEx r, thy hand ruin hath recon- 
ciled us | 
What a dark journey do we go together — 
Ha, who are theſe Poo cas hands are weighty 
on mel - 
O, treacherous "ET | 
I have loſt my powers—they bind me to a rock 
See, ſee the Magic Raven, how he plumes!— 
How he prepares his beak {—Ungrateful bird !— 
I. who have fed him with the ſpoil of nations, | 
Am now become his prey— 
Looſe me - he ſearches to my men boſom— 

He tears my heart he gorges up my vitals! 
| <P 
Hos. Alas! and is our Denmark 0 accurs d, 
There to bring ruin where ſhe meant to reſuue? 
| Ivar, Soft, | he revives; his eye is more com- 

| poſed. — | 
How fares our friend ? FIR 

W᷑sr. O, ye have 850 n che dawn 

about me 


L s returniag beam, to guide our paſſage; 
The 


» 
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The ſun, that lights this little world of than 7 
Patience, good Heaven I will abide Würze 
Hos. Unhappy, honoured, injured WzSTMOR: 
Land! | 
What ſhall your afflicted — plead, 
In mitigation of your juſt pen 
Here are our ſwords—and, * thou n, not 
pardon, 4 {0 \ 
At leaſt revenge 
West. No—take them back—Alas! 
Tam, myfelf, the frail one of my kind, 
The very child of error There is, yet. 3 
One ſuit wherein I'd move ye. eg anode 
Hun. Say on, and think your vill. but told 
TTT r 0 
In our obedience. +. #200 10 A "Mi 1 
Wesr. Thus it is—Since things... ES ies 
By ſome oferruling hand, have turn'd hor 5 | 
To my ſoul's purpoſe; and that. I, once deem 4 pt 
My country's guardian, ſhall.in ſtory now | 
Be held a traitor to her peace -I would 
Hence forward ſpare the expence of blood—To 
N Fork -.: Us 
Diſpatch your herald— - K. 
And challenge forth whoe'er, in nglo "55g 
Shall ſtand his coyntey!s hope. Qurſelf will meet 
him, . 
And theſe the high eden we 3 
I be gift of fair Northumbria's ſcepter, then, 
s left at our diſpoſe - but if, and who 
Shall bar Almighty Pleaſure?—if I fall, 


wy + 
I * 
- * ! * 


You 
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You fwear to abdicate her throne for ever, 
And leave the land in peace. 

Ivar. It ſhall be done. 3 70 3 7 i 
Say, i is there auglit 3 Ops hols a0} 
. Weresr. Not now. I fel 

A drowſy * ſteal o'er Ly travel d foul, ; 
Ivar. Adieu! > 1870 10 r eh ener 
Hun. May F 8 


4.64 5 


The peace that reſts with virtue, aid your e 
[Exeunt all but WESTMORLA ND. 
Wesr. F alſe Danes! I know A e 
ruins soft, 3 
That runs again to madneſs—0, theſe fields, 
Theſe fields or blood, whence are they —. it 
WESTMORLAYD, i ei aa 
That brought ſuch carnage on his country, 1 
How does that feel |— _ 
This hoſt of fiends 1 have Aire up- but . : 
To quell them—there's.the taſk!—to lay the hur- 
ricane- _ ds 
That wrecks thy peace, fair Albion! | : 
My country, fear no more from my hoſtility — 
Send but a toilet-champion to the field, 
And to his ſtainleſs ſword 1 Chis breaſt ſhall be 


As paſſable as air! 
| [Repoſes on the ſopha, Aud the ſcene Udtes. f 


F - 


SCENE 


* 5 f U 
13 * 8 2 N . : 5 : : ' 
31 r TREES OUFS ES. L% 4-4 "4: &/ 

» * * 


Sc EN E wu. 
FUNERAL PROCESSION, and Dix cg. 


4 
'L 
reer 


Wretched mortals, doom -d to 80 
Through the vale of death and wor? 
2 GEARING. CONS 
U. 
Care and Sickneſs, Toil and Pain, 
Here their reſtleſs vigils keep : 


Sighs are all the winds that blow, 
Fears are all the ſtreams that flow! 
Virtue hopes reward in vain= - 
The gentleſt lot ſhe can obtain, | 4 
Is but to fit and weep! e 
: 09 DOTS # 
Ye os manſions of n fletp; 
Wubere pale mortality lies dark and deep 1 
" + Thou ſilent, though inſatiate Grave, 
Gorged with the beauteous and the brave, 
Cloſe, cloſe thy maw thy feaſt is oer, 
Time and death can give no more! 


1 nv | 
In RowzxA thou haſt | 
Thy conſummate repalt ! | = 
AGED 2g | 1980 All 


. . n A TP 
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All that earth could boaſt divine, 
All we held of Heaven is thine | 
Time and death no more can gain 
They have all perfection ſlain! 
O Grave, thy feſtival is oer; lt 4671 
The Ur e N no mod 


Sone of n | 
| I, | 
Fe deſolate mortals who ſtray, 
Dark, devious, and wilfully blind; 


O turn, and diſtinguiſh the way 
That leads tothe bliſs of mankind !* 


The titles ye falſely aſſign, 
With their ſymbols are ever at ſtrife; 
And death by appointment divine, 
Is our birth and our portal to life. 


II. 


I ̃ be Framer of Nature from chaos and night, 
Who drew yon fair ſyſtem of order and light, 
On extremes hath the plan of his univerſe 

| built, | 
On frailty perfection, and pardon on guilt ; 
And through the ſhort tranſience of death and 
06 ORG 56 
8 3 weakneſs to riſe andto reign. 
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ELSE 


mel Lis rs, between the Cans. and the raw. 


7 4 _ i = 
9 17 * : 
'biaa n Ai. i 1 1 
L 


Ivar Kron Hong, with Daniſh Officers and 
| Soldiers." Rock | ) 


Ivak. 1 See they do accept our ſummons, —Se7 
Are hoſtages exchanged? 
Orriexs, They are, my liege.. 
IAR. And all due ceremonials elſe e 
Orrickk. Duly . 


19 * 


SCENE . 
Enter G10 wih Britin Lords * Officers. 


f | Oxxie, Princes” of Deninatk, hail 1=1 will 
r. 
' Wherefore your warlike viſitation—No— * 
The mighty never want a cauſe for quarrel, 
1 hold me to this queſtion—do ye vouch 
The meſſage of your herald? ?? 


1 


85 c Ivar. 


| 
1 
= 
5 
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Ivar. Yes. 8 : \ 


Oni. Repeat it. | 
Ivar, If Heaven ſhall bleſs our champion's : $ arm 


with conqueſt, 


The gift of fair Northumbria's ſcepter, then, 


Is left at our diſpoſe—If Denmark fall, 
We ſwear to abdicate your throne for ever, 


And leave your land in peace. 
Osnic. We do accept you—bur with this ad- | 
dition 
That they whoſe "teh falls this day iu battle, 
That inſtant quit the fiel. : 
 Ilvart:Agreed. 1 og tf 7 
Osa 10. Then let us togrch without as liſts, | 
and there 


Affirm the compact with our mutual ſinltion, - . 
Heralds, prepare the field. —call in the . 
And hold them ready, at n . 

Te fu a nalion's N | * 


- £438 3 
* 1 - ei 4 8 #53 4 £4 WV, 


\ 


Enter WexrMoRLAnD, 


Wesr. If death ſhould be no more than fo— 
lp: ae 


The carp-Keerch/d rack of PLAN bak eee 
In ſweet oblivion— tis the hope — the Heaven, 


That Guilt, ſighs after —Cloſe theſe N 
but nut 

Their living teleſcope—and all is ; darknef | ing 4 

a death but ſhut the world from every ſenſe, 


FSA "The © 


— 


TEE ERRL OH WESTMORL AND. 16t: 
5 The ſoul what then of her? when the hearing, 


Sight, touch, and taſte, her wonted miniſters 

Of light, of knowledge, and of action, periſn; 

What is it then that wins yon diſtant worlds, 
And takes the rounds of 1 varying nature in 

The eye? -O no tis dark amid the oon, 

Till the bright ſoul, its animating gueſt, 

Look from the lids; and waken to perception. 

It is the ſoul that ſees, then—and this eye 

Is but her glaſs occaſional, to view _ 

This outward world, perhaps not obvious "RY 

But let her forth from this her priſon houſe; 

She ſprings upon new worlds, whoſe light is life, 
To which the ſun is darkneſs l Then exiftence 
Is fure—but whether, or for bliſs or woe ?= 
Be it Heaven's will is beſt—and. bounty wide, 
TIRE? is leaſt to merit. | 


SCENE Iv. 


foams enters on the other nde: be walks flowly by, 
and looks ſtedfaſtly on WESTMORLAND: 


Wrsr. Sweet youth !—Say, vherefore am 71 
| ſingled out, 
To ſtand within thy gaze? 
Epwin. Becauſe, till now, © 
T have ſcarce beheld the preſence of a man ; 
And joy that fame muſt wait upon my fall, © 
When dignified by you, 
WzsT. Good Heavens l- art 3 1 
Art thou my fell antagoniſt Fair flower, 


Vox. III. = Avoid 


N 
1 
| 
4 
| 


168, THE EARL OF WESTMORLAND: 


| A my! eruel· freſt l Retves 705 chile 90 T 
Nor break thy mother's bear“ | 900 Ne | 
EDUWIN. Intend you this, a » : 22 © 47 ; 

In ſcorn, or in compaſſion”? * Go E 1209.98 ei 380 // 
- Wesr. Both—bur moft © 15 _ br þ 


In anger, that the Britiſh ſons of war 
Should ſend their fripling, their Adcilt l, 
Where their beſt power” would ſhrink. 


Epwin. Your cauſe is weak, 
Tho? ſtrong your: arm—ſ6 are we better wg m_ 
Where Juſtice, to my weaker arm, has join' 4 2 
A cauſe'invincible—My injured country © 

Alteady fits triumphant on my ſword; © 
And lifts the laſt, the loweſt of her "32 e 


ws, FP 4 4 7 40 


O'er thee, the firſt i in Denmark! 47 


Wrsr. Child of glory 
Happy the boaſtful climate of thy birth * | 
And thy glad paretits—thirice, thrice bleſt are 


Fir, 4 
n 


Ur. whom thou wert egorien ene ae thou 
Heaven, j i 128 


| Ordair'd a ſon, one ſon like ee ern gaus, 
His lateſt hour had bleſt thee, and been happy. 
Epwin. Have you no ſon ? 1 lot a 
Wesr. I have. Comps en barg 
Epwix. How bleſt were 5. i 
To be that child, and K neel tu 850 my faber! 
Wirst. Rege me that valiant Band- Frad fate 


1789 nr 78 


not doom'd be TY tant | 
15 one of us, this hour, muſt fal Wo bac; / 


0,1 had held Hive at my heart as near | 
Size * I enn 


\ 
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As is the blood that warms it.—OF . 


Art thou? | . 1 
Epwix. 1 Am. 24 
Wien. I too am Brirain-born, oa Poly 


Enter an Exor5 and aDanron HERALD. 7 


Ex. Hen; The primeez valiant combatants, 
ſalute you; 
And round the panting barrier 88 wait, ; 
Whoſe fate receives deciſion from your arms. 


Dan. HER. Sound trumpets, found the charge 
[Exeunt Heralds—Trumpets ſound=Evwin draws. 


Epwin. O, honour'd chief !—tho? =, ar 


country lifts 
This ſword impulſive on thee; yet, 1 ft. 
*'T would be more grateful turn'd upon myſelf 
Leſs wounding far, than pointed at thy enn 


Come, come en 
WàSr. Soul truly vohle [—This to prove thy 


force. | Tekight. 
Edwin Unworthy triumph —barbarous man! 
that ſtroke 


You took defenceleſs!— 
W᷑Esr. It is ep d?-—T es. thou glori- 


ous youth, | 
We both have reach'd our wiſh—T came to die, 
And thou to conquer! 1 „ 


Epwix. Ah, what myftery ? | 
WzsT.. But that the icey hand of death i: is on me, 


I could unfold—My friend will tell thee all, 


The noble MANCHESTE —_— 
M 2  Epwin. 
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Epwin, Thy friend ?=Great powers! 
Wæsr. Draw near—Thou haſt a heart replete 
with greatneſs : 

If thou doſt hope to wed ſome heavenly maid, 

Io be as bleſt as once was WESTMORLAND, | 
Lay me, O lay me with the dear remains 

Of my loved angel, my were mg wife, 

My deified Rowena !— | 
Epwin. Thine! what—thine !” 


Wesr. Thou ſeem'ſt amazed. 

Epwix. If dead men riſe to life, 
Thou art— 

WesT. Ha! what? 

Eowin. Thy ſon—his name WaS—— 


Wrsr. Epwin. 
 Epwin. My father !=O my father, my dear 
father 
Curs'd hour, curs'd hand 1—O Gir—O firſt of men! 
Give me that wound, If you would have me 
__happy= = 
Loſt, ruin'd EpDwinN Hoſt, undone for ever! 
| Wesr. Art thou my ſoo, then? - my Rowen. I 
child. _ | 
Thy goodneſs, Heaven! it is too mighty for we 


Come to my arms—cloſe—preſs into my heart 
Embraces. 


| Hold off, and let me gaze again upon thee | 
Thou art, thou art my fon, my joy, my rapture, 

My better ſelf—thy country's WEzsrmorRLanD [ſ— 
Why doſt thou weep ?—by honour's holy bands, 
I ſwear I would not change this day for ages— 
. 
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* his glorious day, wherein thy ſire is made 
Triumphant o'er himſelf ! _ 
Epwix. My father !—=Oh— 
Thoſe too kind words go pointed through my 
| | bolom— __. | 
They reach at life; and ſacred nature lies 
O'erthrown, and bleeds her laſt— _ 
WesT, Thy hand, young. hero—child- of ho- 
nour, help me! [Sinks down. 


Beier Obdit: | 


Oel ze, Health to our champion! 0 ü arm 
or ever, 
Succeſs like this and be his living name 
The firſt in Britain's ſtory ! Silence |—tears — 
Whence, wherefore? r 
Ep win. O touch not this parricide l 
Tour friend !—my father 3 O look, | where | 
bleeds : 
The lord of loſt Rowena! 
Osric. WeSTMORLAND) | 
What, WesTMORLAND ?—The powers! 
Wrsr. As I do think—my friend, 
The noble MancazsTes.! 
_ Oszic. Help there, in haſte Fate, fare, thou 
art Almighty !— 
Strength, honour, proweſs! what is now your 


+> 
3. 
* 


N 3 | When 


| Brightens: its lateſt 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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When proſtrate thus your mighty one is fallen, 
When here lies WESTMORL AND, Þ— Help, bear him 
gently, . © [Soldiers bring in a chair. 
So—there—How fate you? een 097. e, 
WEsrT. As a lonely man, 


Unſnkilld to ſteer his courke, jul hnunched from 


ſhore, 
And'never'toretury.—O' gentle MancuzsTr, 
Through what a wondrouswhirl of varying fortunes, 
Thy friend has paſt, this day—a lover bleſt - 
A captive—then a conqueror—then a king— 
And now, what thou beholdeſt herel—ETRHELWAI d, 
My faithful ExHEIWALD will tell thee all 
O, I have been to blame too late, my brother, 
I ſaw; and would: repeal - but deeds were done 
And fate refuſed to cancel What remain'd, 
But to atone ĩn part Ahe Dane was falſe— 15 
And thus, to bind his fate, I choſe to periſh, 


A victim to the land my life had injured!— 


My” words grow Painful— Noble, "oo Mau- 
©: CHESTER": order? YN 


7 Recund: thy gracious ſon 


No more—l faint |! ——: 
Oskic. Alas, my friend! forall 
Epwin. My father: ] 


We:zsr. My ſpirit e aſpirin lamp 0 of 
life 


- F fon; they came, 
Again they come, the invaders of Northumbria ! 
Treaties—lcagues— what are ye? O my country, 


Hoy art thou waſte | F e beauty! 


* « . * 
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Owls build within thy lonely palaces, 

And weeds o'ergrow thy Wann he 
| comes! 

My child, the ſtar of Britain, Eowin comes !— 

I ſee, like lightning, he divides the night — 

He darts, he ruſhes on them Ho, for Freedom 

Down with the traitorous pair the Magic Standard, 

Graſp it, 'tis thine ! —Reſpiring LiBerTy, 

Juſtice, and golden Commerce, how ye walk, 

And brighten o'er the land!—Releaſe me—oh !— 

Pardon I feel is paſt aboye—more—more— 

Wondrous, unſpeakable -I come—and leave 

This leſſon to the world—that Heaven is all, 
And man is — nothing! 0h! Dies. 
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36 


1010 Lieutenant-G eneral. 


QUEEN, Wife of 8 | 
IMOGEN, Daughter of CYIuBELIxE. 
PRIESTESS in the Temple of Ax pArE. 


Logps, Orrickks, SOLDIERS, ATTENDANTS, &c. 


. 
N 1 by 
3 'F 3 $3.2 11 
* of o _ 
„ s my ll 
1 
7 #5 4 1 n 7 ad 
4 — » 
1122 143 111 231 tl. 
1 + 7 Us 
0» 
7 1 S777 
- — — ns a 1 Ly 
——_— * 1 * 3 ' 77 ＋ 1 7 * 4 
1 Ni 4 4 i 2111 £1 A+ hb of 4 2 1 
— 
ug 7x. He \ 104 £x * = 4 
9 % *s 41 4 & 
A 8 * 12 19 
+ + a þ -_ "wy V7 2 Pa 
— bb 1 - 120 T Tit 
1 85 $ E * a — 
1 > r 2 1 * 
1 73.4 »+ Sf 6; £43 4 


SCENE 1 The ratses, . 


*** yn * 
NN 


The Gu and Ancntenearon. , 57H bong 


4 
1 4 


Queen, HIS waperspart --. 
Here, take this golden earneſt of 
my favour. 
I know ns thou art fſkilPa, from cauſe to con- 
ſequence, 
Through nature's longetiain—Wher are the 


drugs? 


Axen. They are of SGT _impag—Think, | 


royal miſtreſs, 


WW HS 


errands 
That cannot. be recall d; to worlds remote, 


Death and the fates are theirs. 6 They 5 of 


Of which we know not. Whom they are to ſe 8 — 


QUEEN, | Befits not thee to aſk — ſuppoſe a rat. 
Or ſomewhat nobler Heaven, without, com. 
punction, 


1 on” 


4 
o 
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Kills thouſands by the hour—The beſt muſt fall, 
The manner matters not. Theſe juleps, come, 
Inſtruct me in their virtues. 

Arch.” This falls on nature like a och; of aer 


Unfelt, though weighty — ſilent as a thief 


By night, it ſteals the mental treaſures forth, 

And leaves the houſe aſleep—This _ but 
holds, 

In every drop, a death; in every "EY 

A thouſand racks, impalements, all the pangs 

That ſcience yet hath learn'd, by * cord, 

To wring from nature. 


Quzex. It is enough—Retire. 
[Exit Anchiuxksron- 


Empire is now our own, while thus, like fate, 
We deal out death to all, who would * 
* * ee of our W bi 


100 £2. 5 SCENE 


_ CLoTEN nem Ge 


Cror. O | morher, the is e 8 loſt for 
ever! | 
Queen. What means my ſon | eta 8 
Ctor. My love, my r 

Britain's bright heir, my promiſed wife, is loſt, 

Is martied to another to the wretch I moſt deteſt, 

That foundling, that accurſed LEONATVUS ! 

O, the is gone, and with her too is gone 

All proſpect of the throne! 


; 3 = | Quzzn, 


63 z 
£34 £3 


CYMBELINE * 


pra Not ſo, my child + , 

A froward fooliſh girl, ſhe's well away! 

Whine for a wench ? — my boy ſhall 4k a «thou 

aud. 

Be ſecret and ſecure; fon here I: vow, | 

Ere yet our horned moon ſhall fill her orb, 

To ſeat thee, ſcepter'd, 'on the throne of Wa, - . 
TIO come—Be patient, and rely on me. 


Enter Kino, Imoo au, Lords and Attendants, 


Crus. Give me room, gods |—What, here — 
within my palace 
Wived, wedded, coupled to a dog—our e 
Such a broad act “tis worſe than to offend. 
Within the very aim of Heaven's hot bolt, 
When launch'd to cruſh tranſgreſſion. | 7 
Imoc. O, my father! f {Kneels. 


Cyms, Our daughter, art thou ?—Bricain s on- 
ly hope, | 


Sole heir of our dominions Gods 2 3 
So match'd, ſo pair d nnch ee of our 
throne _ 

Caſt on a dunghill—married to a wreteh, 
Whoſe hopes are leſs than air; whoſe whole . 

| ſeſſion . I 
Shrinks from a graſp; who wants a name to tell 
He ſprung from human race |—. 
A foundling-villain ;, one e of ſcraps, 

A 2 of manhood !. 

Iz0c. 


Tm CYMBEL LEY 


Iod. O, br y royal maſter 1 | 

Cyms. What, confeſs n2— 2th. 4 
Our, thou vile ſtain, thou foulnefs of * bab 
Thus let me ſcour the blot, [Offers to kill her. 

Quezzx. Forbid it, Heaven. — lnterpoſes. 
Gentle, my lord! the princeſs, as you ſe, 
Is all ſubmiſſion; mourns, and weeps, and parſe} 
And only waits to know your royal will, 
Whereby to ſquare the line of her obedience. 


[Imocen riſes. 
IOO. No, madam! let him ſtrike—he is 8 
n 
He i is my father too. He would Ba yoked me 
Fo that fame ſorr of yours My life is his, 
But. not 2 truth; my death he may ae e 


Crabs: Pegenietine git, ang wouldt have 510 
- our throne 


With beggary and baſeneſs! — nj 1 My 
Ie. No, my lord= - IR 
Wich goodnefs and with r ties a man, 
Who, that hel is a man, is the beſt praiſe 
And pride of human kind! I would have given, 
Grace to your crown, protection to your age, 
Truth to your truſt, and conqueſt to your armies. 
Cunz. Poifon and Feen benen * 
on thee— 1 
A ſpecious, popular, and ſecret traitor" He 
Fond, fooliſh wench, he prizes not thy love, FO 
But as thou art the ſtep to his ambition, 
Now, by the powers I hold from earth and Heaven, 
au __— and as Ns I do divorce thee 


From 


CYMBELINE = 


From al aMancs with that foundling flave, 

That hated LO. Tus Come, thy: hand OT 
Here, CrorEx, take her to thee— . 

Ino. Hence, low wretch!— 

Exchange an eagle for an owlet No. 

Cyvxuz. Hear me, thou rebel Lok had once a 

ſiſter, „ 

Fair to all eyes, ai” 5 va to every Fs . YN 

Like thee, ſhe proved incontinent; nor ſought 
Our will in wedlock — To the laws I gave her: 

At the dread ſhrine of our ayenging Goddeſs, ar 

I ſaw her blood let forth—1 ſaw. the flames | 


Aſcend hes pyre, and in one blaze involve 5 er 

Her and her unborn babe. „ $6 1 

Io. O tale of woe !— 5 WC 

O barbarous brother! 0 

Cunz. Hear me What wake: 5 

But that I yield thee, alſo, to the claim nd 
Of ſteel and fire? ; 


Io. Thrice welcome, Ba and 1 
So that ee wen atone ſhe ſins 
Of my dread fire... 

Cyms. Mark, ; aug __ you, my dee. 
This traitreſs, this young parricide, who would 
- Untimely puſh her father from his throne, 2 
And, with her paramour, ufurp dominion ; 
Henceforth * an alien to out blood and crown, 
We caſt her off and, in her room, adopt 
This ſon of 0 our fair Quzex, the princely CLorts, | 
With love and fealty, alone, we claim 
17 u future adac, alone, mall heir 


Our 


Even while L thus, would cling! to thee for ever, 
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Our heart and empire! I will den an pleadings 


Follow me * and 1 her to Top: fortunes, | 
| . 


To logen Lzonaros, 
"hay a and i, | 


"yy My lord, my every love, my INTER 
Thou world of Iyocew, who doſt comprize 
Whatever nature, in her various round, 
Can cull of good—thou fullneſs of my ſoul, | — 


At once the ſource, and _ fatiery, 


Of all my wiſnes - pos 5 
O, we muſt ſever we muſt part, thy love, 
As in the laſt vain gaſpings after life, | 


When foul and body ſunder ! 


Lzon. O bower of bliſs, on whom eternal 
rang 


Hath'laviſh'd all its fragrance, capt tho, part — 
To part with thee, in life or death, were worſe 


Than all the gather d heap of mortal ills, 
That life or death can threaten. PE 


Ino. All is over i eel” 


All is diſcover d, ſweet, and we muſt part 
If Heaven has joy, within the ſeeds of time, 


For truth, and faith, and infinite endeatment, 
Then we muſt meet again — Away, away— 


My 


+ # 
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My fears, that one look more may prove. our laſt, 
Turn me to frenzy !—While we talk, the ſtorm 
Comes on apace; and, ere one fond adieu, 
May break upon thy head! 3 
L ox. Let us haſte, then, 5 b 
And, glutton- like, at one ſhort meal, devour 
Our hoard of promis: d bliſs Come to my arms 
O thus, for ever thus, that I might hold thee — : 
Wrap thy exiſtence inward to my ſoul, | | 
Even as the claſping rind contains and folds 


The ee of Ahe 1 . 


- 


s E N E V. 


Enter Kina, Quzzn, Crorkx, Lords, Guards, 
| | Axtendants, 


Crus. Tear them aſunder—quick—your of 
guards! 
Diſarm, ſecure the traitor, 

Iod. At your peril— - | 
Guards, touch him not—Sir—lords—Britons— 
| | he is, | 
He is my huſpand— my cſpous'd, oy heart's 

beloved, 8 5 | 

My Lzeonartus! 
Cuzn. Seize him, 1 VENE 

IOO. Forbear, 1 charge ye What - 

Your chief, the guardian of my father's throne, | 
- Britain's firſt boaſt, the glory of your country !|— ol 

CyMB, Guards, traitors, flayes—your lives ſhall I 

| anſwer this! OY 


Vor. In. WS a 


17 
Sele, ſtab, difpatch him. | 


Guards turn their weapons on Lzowarvs, 


Imdc: Mark your princeſs, firſt— 
| Behold this poniard !—by the Power ye worſhip, 
By your tremendous Goddeſs, great Andate— 
On your firſt motion to attempt his life, 


55 His precious life, — this paſſes through my boſom! 


Crus. Villains! I ſee ye are confederate all, 
Againſt your king, *Tis well. Thus far I par 
| don— 
I grant the traitor's life ; but far removed © 
From Britain—By Andate too, I vow, 
If his returning ſtep ſhall ever dare 
To preſs our ſhores, that moment is his laſt— 
He dies, I ſwear—his blood ſhall pay the treſpaſs, 
Although the blood of this unduteous — 
Should mingle with the ſtream— [i 
Luxx. Yes, CVMBELIN E, a 
Deluded prince! your ſoldier will depart, 
But take no traitor hence. Be well aware 
Of thoſe he leaves behind! and, O, ye — 
Grant, that my honour'd father, and my king, 
May not find ſpeedy reaſon for repentance; 
Look round for help in ſome diſtreſsful hour, 
And call, but call in vain, on LzonaTus. | 
Cyus. Away with him—to fea, to baniſhment, 


Diſtant as winds can waft And you, our Queen, 


Take this young rebel into cloſe reſtraint, 1 


And ſee her chamber d! [Women lay hold « on n her. | 


75 1500. Sir, my king, my kather ! 0 
Will you not grant your child one laſt FOE 


cru NE 8 


4 Perhaps—O Heavenly powers rb for ever. 
| I | Cr MB, 


. RESET RS 1 N 


Ie 


Cy MB. wins FR 2 them off, 


Far from each other 


ox. O, thou departing light of all my life 
Muſt I then loſe 0855 1Mogen Night hangs 
On every road from hence — Beyond this ſpot, 


The world alike i is waſte; a FOES Hanks 


A wild of deſolation !— 
CrMB. Hence—away— 

Away with them, — | 
Io. My lord !— (struggling with her women. 
LEON. My only life 75 
Io. AdieuJ _ 
Lzow, Adieu 

O Imocen !— | | 1 
1ge,.0 Lroxaxus 1— been 

[Exeunt CYMBELINE, Lords, and Attendants. 


CLox, Now, mother, there is room for hope. 
Quzen, No, Crorzx! 


This was beſide my aim—T had him fon 


Juſt on the brink, from whence. this fooliſh king 
Unwillingly hath ſaatched him—Here is gold 
Haſte—find that one-eyed ruffian, with his fellows, 
Train'd and inured to blood lf wen thus, 
*Tis ſtill in fate to croſs us. 

Cror. What if I go along? 

Quxkx. Diſguiſed ? 

Cror. And maſqued ?— 

Quens. 'Tis well !— Pic * ſon— 

Ereunt ere. 


N 2 SCENE 
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11 


SCENE VI. 


A Country on the Shore of the River | 
 Trami Es. f | 


* 


Enter Cavs eil Crop io, and other Roman 
Officers. | 


ee Wigs hath boote our way: the 
- ___ "gods of wind 

And waters have conſpired to wake our paſſage 

As ſpeedy as propitious—Valiant CLop1o, 

While yet our legions diſembark, — 

Such train as may befit thy embaſſy | 

To Britain 8 neighbouring aur Thu aedus 

e 
The will of Cæſar, and thy full inſtructions. 


e A Briton, hete, informs me, that 0 
| houſe 1 
Of Crus ELINE is all in ub ferment, 
Raiſed by a ſon of fortune, who hath wived 
The daughter of his KI, one Lronarus. J 


a. » _ 


Lucius. How! Lroxatus?. * ly * ( 
Crop. Have you knowledge, then, | 
Of this adventure? PS DRL 
Lucius. Yes, a dear ng TAE ; 
So hath the world's ſole ruler, great Auguſtus, 0+} 
With many of the nobleſt ſons of Rome. | 1 
So fair an outſide, and ſuch worth "Rs: ( 
Endows no ſecond man. 3 


* 2 # „ * — "I , vr " : 
"$ > 10 
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er 


an 


he 


he 
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Crop. You ſtretch him, 8 
Beyond his limits. . 

Lucius. No At Actium, .CLopio— r ney 
But you, as 1 muſt think, were not at Actium— 2 
There, this unbearded boy, unbearded then, 
With wonders took the eye of Cæſar captive. + 
The battle done, he call'd, and queſtion'd him 
Touching his birth and country; when the youth, 
Bluſhing, replied, that, as he knew no fire, | 
He was not worth a name “ Be henceforth, then, 
« The ſon of Czſar,” cried our e 
And named him LroxArus. e 

C rob. Let him paſs p! id Bugneg mand 
For, till this hour, to me he has been 1 

Locius. The daughter of his King Now, on 

my ſoul, 

If I did deem aright, he might have had 
The daughter of our MI the 1 


In beauty; as in birth. E bee 
Crop, O, Momus, heart . 8 20 . 

Julia prefer a ſavage, - to the-choice 

Of Rome's unrival'd demigods ? af „ 


i 


Loclus. Believe me, 


Twas not fingleT in ſuch thous phts, Bur Mo ; 


Drawn by ſome ſtrong machine back to Britain, 
He quitted the warm ſhine of Cunts favour, * 4 
And left the emulator of his virtäe | 
To wonder and to mourn We fincehavelearn'd, 'd, 
The Sedtef 4 wild and war ile race of men, 


Sprung from an iſle that conſtitutes the brink. 


Of our expanded world, beyond whoſe. Per 


Nature herſelf has nothing to behold, 


2 N 3 Save 


- v82 EYMBELTNE, 


Save air and ocean—thoſe fierce men, 1 2 * 
5 Broke in on Britain. All, from end to end, 
== Was flight and panic; till this LTUHi us 
Alone made head, and drove thoſe borſtsror 
| Ks bc a 
Back Þ® their wirtled Mübes And = 1 men, 
Wen ze wey match the daughter of the Al - 
Whole crown he bas water. 


gorbm Erkenne. 


Sol p. 4 noble priſoner. waits. Ke 
Foie. Pe him to Os; 2 455 


”s ye 
. # Þ 
# * 


8 © E N E u. 
Leonard e 


Lucius. Ja powers | the, very man we 
 dream'd of, — - 


My friend, my beſt beloyed, m my Laoarus! | 
By the gads, welcame=yelcomett of au ght 


The gods themſelves could ſend Aen. from 
hat * A 10 4 dh | 
What bappy chance? ala 1 8 


Beſt loved, and belt reſpe&ted—you behold _ 
A wretched outcaſt, throwp, as with a aug, 
From all his heart abet Mt; Au ik ent: 

Tuervs. Beni df, lic 0 
Leon. Even ſq. oa end Act 7 
Ts rH = ovens 


CYMBELINE., 83 


Lucivs.-Q, Capitolian Jove, than doſt in- 
„ JAE... 
Thoſe thou wouldſt ruin Caſt their "thield 
away — 
What now ſhall guardian their abandon- d ſide, 
Againſt the ſword of Rome e LzonaTus, 
The valiant CLop1o. . EW { Ran y fal on 
Say, my-ſoul's elect, 5 
Where may your e de "EIA 2 
Lzox. In ſooth, 1 know not 
To Gaul or poſlibly, to Rome and c_. 
Lucius. If you are not 00 the ſpur from | 
hence, 5 
We would entreat your ſojourn = our love, 
Till we may burden you with ſome Ex 617d 
To Cæſar and our friends. 
LEON. Alas, for me, | 
The world affords no wiſh, no way from 1 
Save what may ſerve a friend. 5 
Lucius. Within the minute, „ 
My thanks and L attend ren,. [Exit Lyetny. | 
Crop. Noble ftranger! _ | 
Your aſpect bears a ſeal of ſuch athens. 
As ſaddens all who ſee. May any cope | 
Be worth this ſum of woe ? 
Leon. If, to have loſt 
Whatever earth can yield of eſtimation, 
Or fancy frame in Heaven, be worth a Ggh— — 
Then mine are honeſt tribute. Les 
Crop, Sir, you are young gg 5 
Juſt, at the tide of ſpring, that overbears. 
The flats * common ſenſe Oft have EY ; 
N 4 | Untutort | 


4 10 


Untutor'd paſſion, deſperate from the loſs 
Of the moſt light and worthleſs thing on earth, 
A woman—— 
Leon, A woman Does Four ſentence, judge 
ing fir, X | 
Extend beyond the ſtews ? | 
Crop. Throughout the worlds 
Wide orbit. Nature form'd their flippant ſex 
Upon the model of the ſea-born dame, 
| Whoſe knowledge takes in all of gods and men, 
From Mars to ſoft Adonis. 85 
Lon. Fie, fie — this foul opinion 
Strumpets thy mother in her urn. 
Crob. My mother ws 
Stood on a line with her, the chaſteſt ſhe, 
Whoſe fond inamorato, in his brain, 
Now figures for a phænix. I ſap not 
The credit of a fingle fair; but mourn, 
That any gallant man, ſhould tie his faith, 
His peace, and valued honours, to a Mug 
That none alive can keep—Place me a cloud l 
Twixt Dian and Endymion, my eſtate, YU 
My manhood for the pledge, that z transfer 
The horns from her to him. 
Leon. O, I do know., 1 80 5 
] do know one but ſuch another, ul. 
By the ſame. pattern, nature ſhall renew | 
The beauty of her Works. like to that one, 
Another can't be known - By great Andste 
The fight would throw a rein of dumb reſtraint 
On that, licebtious tongue - One chaſtening look, 
Ore aweful Glace of her % as tied Sorel 


ik Would 
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Would freeze the hotteſt libertine of Ramme 
_ To ſtilt and downcaſt reverence1: 55 - ++ {| 
Crop. Is ſhe native 51: 197201 21 Ra my 
| Of any world- yet known 125 „ I | 
"LEON. * Tour Itahy, 1 Hae 
A ſtranger to her vines.” « as you a 
Records her name Tis Imogen! - ceriadt 
Crop. The peerleſs heir of Biitain —0 ye — 
A plumb, a province, for the wiſh'd encounter 
Lzon. Away, flight, empty braggard! what 
couldſt thou, 
Where even Hyperion, or the Roman Jove, 
Born, as to Læda once, on downy pinions; 
Or, in his ſtill more tempting form of gold, 
Though dropt into her lap, in all his glory, 
Should find her truth more ſtrong than his ſeduction? 
Crop. She is a woman ſtill -I go, this hour, 
To CyvußzIIE from Cæſar Had I means 
Of fair addreſs, I, here, would freely gage 
My villa, rated at the rich return 
Of fifty annual talents, that I bring 
Sure proof ſhe renders up her chaſteſt hoard 
To my free arbitration, p 
Luxor. Inſolent 
Thou dareſt not gage. 
CLop. By Jupiter, I think 
Jou will not dare the trial. 
Lzon. To convince thee 
Of thine own arrogance, and my contempt, 
Thou ſhalt have letters to her—Mark me, yet; 
On thy Terurny the convict of thy folly, 
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Tis not ahy villa only Ano, thy blonde 

Shall pay the penaltyof chis preſumption !- 
Prepare to anſwer with thy ſword. Bech 2} 4040 

Crop, Agreed. 
LION. Till then I hold no converſe arc 
ruffian, N -.229911V 221 07 egi 

Though Cignifed'by Romer Pl rd thelletters. - 
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Lucſus. No, my Leon Varus! 5 Wl 
Indeed it was oe Fa had 
This wager had not paſt,” 
Lzon, Why, honour d friend? © 8 8 
From brutal violence, or ſaucy Jn 7 
She is well guarded in her father 8 court oy” 
What i is there then to fear? W. , e 
Lucius. IIl blood, at afl. 3 EH 
And poſſibly the yenture of a life, 658 
That is moſt dear to Lucius |—This fame .* 
For ſkill in weapons, and a Ae ae 
Is rank'd among the faremolt. 
LON. Never, vet, res”) 
Was Iconfrented wich a fan of. Rome, 70 
So rudehy manner d. od Un! 
Lortus. All, of rf A no mnyy 4 
Are not be mteh icmbdence)n decget; + wiv ei 
Of his commigioning z howe'er, by means 
02,1 | Of 
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Of ſecond Ss _ = * 

A brute of fortune mayn't be far from favour. 

The firſt of CLopio's faults is, want of virtue; 

The ſecond, that he hates it in another. 

Agrippa link*d'him with me in commiſſion; 

Nature forbids all further tie between us. 
Low. Let him be weghe'd, before you hold 

him_worthi & 
Another word—But "eg my noble friend, 

Is war determined againſt Britain, then, 

In all the bloody ee and extent 

Of military licence bus ibu. 5 
Lucius. War, or tribute — e 

Such Such in the will of Czſar! Yet we bear Ws 

oman ſword, but, with more ſurety, 

> plant the Roman olive. 2» non ben e, 517 ; 

LON. Tribute, Luews! eee ou . 5 
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| Do ye inſiſt on, tribute ? 1 e 1072 
1 22101 11070 101 
il Lucius. Some light: Gabe i 3 
But as a term that may expreſs f fubm a . HM 12 


Leon. O, *tis in that, in that alone, my e 
That tribute turns. 1 to lead A. drach of weig 5 
A ſtraw, a feather, to a frecborn mind. 
Becdines 4 otfchin's 's burden, e bn 
The badge of vile dependence! e hs 
Lvcivs. Noble creature} 7 20095 + 
Conceive me as the duteous miniſte rn 
Of Czſar's will; not mine. And n 
And power are now intent to place à friend 
Even on the throne of that unthankful l 3 
From whoſe ans gt pI ns 'A | 
A hopeleſs exile} 1 39/041 anon 1 5 
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Lrop. How |—reſtored 1 to Britain =— 
Revenge ? my IiiooEN pere power — 26 
And Czſar's favour ? rod 

Lucrus. All, by holy friendſhip, 

I ſwear it, all are thine. 

Lezon. Alas! my Locus, | ed AO 
I did but ſum the bright temptation _ 
Juſt to behold the value, for a mähen. ; 
Of what I muſt rejet.— Ae 
Say Lucius, that ſame Roman, who rive 
His name of glory from Corioli, | 
Was he not baniſh'd? 3 

Locius. Yes, 5 
LON. And rurn'd his font... 
| Againſt his country ?— 

Lucius. True; and, thereby, ſhew'd 
'To thankleſs Rome, the richneſs of the pe pour! 
Their pride had caſt away. 
 Lrov. And was enrolbd 
Among her heroes: - 

Lucius. Truſt me, with the foremoſt. 

LION. O way ward man, deluded, by the glare 
" Fd wildfire of ambition, from the path 
That Goodneſs brightens with unſetting glory !|— 
The Line of Duty is a Rubicon, jt 
| Whoſe bounds no power, in earth or. Heaven, 

came l 
Or give a right to paſs . Erue Honour, Loctus, 
From the beginning to the end of things, 
Goes hand i in hand with Virtue! 


[ 


Luciys. 
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Lucius. O, the gods! 
Let me behold him—Let my yew mak. 
The 2 of your r works. 350 


7 1 


Sor bien enſers g 5 vr by 7 


Sol p. The legions are all landed, and —_ 
Their generals voice, for. OAT: e TM a 


| campment. , 
..  Lycvy, 1come. __ © [Brin sea 
My; LE us, while ranch, and talk, 


[Takes bis tc 
And breathe within dhe region of hy virtues, ,- 
I too, methinks, grow greater than Auguſtus, 
And feel, in theſe expandings off fy toul, bf 


That honour's more than way 1 & aps 


b 1, 
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Gee Coven ehe oppoſire. | 


ern. Well, Croren—halt thou? — —How i is 
| this=aface © 


Of damp-and diſappointment -O, thou wean 


Have come, with triumph, prologue, in thy lo I 

And blood · beſprinkled N to foreſhe 
A important deed was done! 
Dxor. Fermion catch him! 


CYMBELINE 1 


For ever loſt him round,” that ns ct & ehünte, 
No ſudden arm may ſnatch enen mn. 
: Till be is funk, paſt ſiglitt. 7 


| What, face anlegt? cone 4 

The lien ſeaped! the e, then. onr de 
Of fate again is rave d. 20 

Cror. I Had porten *  barigle 91 ny A 


A packe of blood - hounds, ſtaunch; as ever ent 

On the hot ſcent of near appointed ſlaughter. 

We took us to the Fhames, plied ſarl and our 

Forward we ſhot, purſued. our eyes o ertook hich, 

Held him in view, and gain ' upon our prey; 

Till, juſt as When the frighted hare appears 

| Within the ſtraining gfeyhound's aus — damn d 

„ bo ge 

A Roman galley ire, and tele Hi in! 

And all dur tugging rowers Kearer avaibd 

To warrant our own freedom. oft n 
 Quezn. wot rhe WG: e EIB 2 


8. E N E ln Pd 
er Kine, liocax, Lords, Guards, Ke. 


Crus. So near, and landed, Syft thou ?—This 
„„ 
No word of preparation, or approach! 
Our watchers have conſpired, with winds and ſeas, 
To bring this ſtorm upon us. — What's their power? 
Muss. About five legions, ſheath'd 1 in arms of 
| proof, 
6; And cloſe· appointed. 


CyuB. 
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Sive *. but note for double that 
| 44 - amount, (0-0 3765 

And: we wil charge — * the . 
Light up our beacons, give the alarm throughout. 
And, Cadwal, call our train'd brigades together. 
My Quezn I— although thy Mars is not, as when, 
A ſtripling, he aſpired to win a plume 3 
From the firſt Cæſgar; they ſhall find him, yet, 
Equal in cloſing arms to _ that's leſs 


| amn 


... as 


1 


2 at the e and rl of our crown. 


75 kgs [Exeunt all but Inox. 
1000. All is in wel- bes and there they 
run, 
T hey know not whither; or, in 1 Rn 
Freeze to the ſpot they. preſs—Alack, for them!— 
But, wherefore am not I in like alarm: — 
O greater woe to me no gain can come; 
And I am already funk ſo low in loſs, 
As mocks at lower Time and life, what are ye— 
While fil'd with thought, yet emptied of the 
thing | 
That made your value? "Tine, and life, 17 
HRT thought, * 
Tou are my wretchedneſs—O o Luonarus ! 
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EXMBELINE. 


* N E IV. 
A Servant enters followed by Crop, 


"Shiv; Madam, a knight of Rome attends your 
pleaſure, 


| With letters from my lord, . _ e 


Crop. Nay, change not, 1267 
T he noble LeonaTvs is in ſafety, | 
And honour'd me with theſe, [Gives Letters, 
IMoc. Thanks, courteous ſir! - | 


©, learn'd, indeed, were that aſtronomer, 


Who knew the ſtars as I his characters; 


He'd lay the future open—Wax, thy leave. 


Bleſt be the bees that made theſe locks of counſel! 


Good news, good gods! [Reads. 
Crop. All of her, that 1s out of door, moſt 
rich! 


If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind as rare, 


She is alone the Arabian Bird; and I, 
In raſhly ſeeking after my own ſhame, 


Have loſt myſelf— Audacity befriend me 


Ino. Moſt welcome, worthy fir |—for my 
dear lord 
Here ſends thrice happy. tidings, that he is near, 
And well, and well protected in the love 
Of the moſt noble Lucius Generous — 


Lou have chear'd a hopeleſs moutner— welcome, 


welcome! „ 
Ver. Ii. „ Have 
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Have you avght elſe, in kind commiſſion, from 
My Lroxarus; or, if not from him, 
From your kind ſelf? — as, how he look'd, or talk'd 
Or ſmiled, or moved; or, with what circumſtance 
He gave this bleſt remembrance Theſe are things, 
In love's fond lore, of infinite import, 
Though nothing to you wiſe ones. 

Crop. Royal lady, | 
' T bluſh to find myſelf not duly verſed 
In this ſweet erudition. I have nought, 
Worthy of like memorial, to deliver, 
Save, that our friend, our happy LzeonaTous, 
Bade me renew the plightings of his faith, 
Upon this peerleſs wax. 

[Offers to kiſs her hand ſhe withdraws it. 


* IMO. How, ſir !—I find 285 grow rag for- 
| getful 
Of me, and of your meſſage Here who waits? 
Crov. Your pardon, Fair!—wherein have I of- 
fended? | 
I. Is it the cuſtom, for your Roman dames 
To be ſo ill reſpected? 
Crop. Gracious goddeſs ! 
What you miſdeem for inſolence, with us 
Marks the ſubmiſſive ſign of adoration ; 
And the fair hand of our imperial Julia, 
Is daily worſhip'd by the lips of thouſands, 
Io. Faſhion may change with * | 
tir, | | 
I truſt your knowledge will excuſe our wants, 
And yet conform to what 1 it finds — Still, welcome! | 
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And to your full content, 


Were I commiſſion d to call forth the winds, | 


Confummate queen! ſcepter'd in every ſoul 
That bends before perfection !—there i is, yet, 
One favour— 


And, for the ſake of that moſt valued part, 


In my own ohamber.—l will anſwer, truly, 
To your beſt truſt—and fo, good fir, good night! 


Sweet as your graces, wait you ll the morning i ? 


CYMBELINE 199 
Als well, I hope—pray take my power for yours, 


Crop. Surpaſſing creature ! 


From eaſt and weſt, to winnow her throughout, 


The gods, the gods, I find, have made her chaffleſs. 


[ Aſide, 


— 


Imoc. Alk with confidence—belicve'it it a 


Already granted. 


Crop. I am come, expreſs, 
From Rome to CywseLiwe, and bring a coffer 


That bears the ſeal of Cæſar, yet inviolate. 


Within, *tis freighted with ſome rich contents 
Of rare device, and precious eſtimation ; | 


Gifts from Auguſtus to your royal ſire, 


Your princely felf, and his adopted fon, _ 


Tour peerleſs LzonaTus.—For this night, 
l wiſh them ſafe; and ſafeſt [ ſhould deem them 


In your ee lady. 
Imoc. Send them hither 


Reſpective to my lord, T'll ſee them ſtow'd 


Crop. My ſoul bows down to aw Fm Peaces 
and ſlumbers 
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SCENE . 


Enter Knxs, Queen, Crorrx, Lords, Guards, 
575 * Roman Herald. 


— — 


rr — 
3 


* 


+ 
Lo. 


A Parchment, witha large Seal, in the Hand of CyunziIiNE, 


Cvun. le is the ſeal of Czfar—Tell me, herald, 
Who comes with theſe credentials? _ 
HAL D. The valiant CLopo, ſecond in gom- 


mamas — — 
— . —— — 


| | a 
I To our moſt noble Lucivs. 
if Cys. He is welconie— _ 5 
= We are prepared to hear him—let him enter, 
if "S'© © N07 B:© VL 
f Enter CT o with a Tran of Romans. 
il! Cruz. F irſt, Cromo, for thyſelf and thoſe 
nl brave Romans, 
Lil. Our Britain greets ye well—-Our further Ae 
5 Waits to be meaſured by your errand—Say, 
Wt With us, what would Auguſtus ? 115 
lf. Crop. Thus, faith Cæſar: * 
| Nature, through Heaven and earth, hath form'd 
| : her works | 
5 ſubordination. One Supreme 


Rules each appointed province. — Sol, who now | 
Drinks at the nether ocean, through the round 
Of the wide Empyreum, where he walks 


4 ae thouſand 9 leſſer lights, | 
Behold 


E. 


4 
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Beholds no rival !—In like manner, reigns . 
Jove over gods; and, over mortals, Cæſar 
But, not with lawleſs ſway Rome, CyMBELINE, 
Whoſe empire gathers in the ſcatter'd realms 


Ol our remoteſt world, ſpreads forth her wings, 
Even as a parent-bird, to ſhield her young, 


And foſters while ſhe rules - nor would leave out 

Your diſtant Britain from' the wide protection. 
Cru. Protection]! have we ſopghe It ?—Say 

£ ro Cæſar, 

That Britain is a world within herſelf, 

Imperial, independent; from the birth 

Of nature, ſet apart, fair, full, and free, 

And all-ſufficient ever. Britain is 

Another ſea-born Venus, girt around 

With her cerulean ceſtus, her chaſte zone, _ 

Which Rome ſhall not untie.— Protection! where, 

Where was this proud diſplay of Rome's protection, 


When every petty ſtate of petty Latium, 


Gave her to tremble for herſelf ? No, Roman 
Britain is likelier, o'er a ſubject world, 
To ftretch her own domain, than from that world 
To learn the leſſon of a vile ſubjection. 
When Rome ſhall aſk our help, our will and power 
May anſwer to her wants; we want not her's, 
Nor will accept ſuch Greek-like gifts—ProteQion! 
Britain, we truſt, ſhall well protect herſelf 
From ſuch protector. 
Crop. Your uncle Caſſibelan, Cyunzuyr, Es 
Would not have anſwer'd our firſt Ceſar thus. 
Cys. My uncle Caſſibelan, CL optio, 


| * anſwer your firſt Cæſar thus — that Julius, 


O 3 Whoſe 


a cruszrtiivn ' | 


Whoſe boaſt of conqueſt over mighty nations, 
Was, that 8 came and ſaw. —Was that his 
o boaſt | | 
O'er Britain allo ! ?—No.—At firſt, be ſmiled 
At our ſmall ſkill; but ſoen was taught to frown 
Ar our great courage. Twice repuls'd, and driven 5 
To hide his ſhame in Gaul, at length he learn d, 
By force of faction, rather than of ſteel, OT, 
With our own arms to win us, —If the gods 
Shall ever doom us to a foreign oke, 
Tis not the arms of Rome, or of the world, 
We have to fear —Britain can valy fall 
| By Britain f ' T3 
. CLop. Yoyr uncle, Caſſibelan, in behalf 
| Of his ſucceeders i in the Britiſh throne, © 
Did gage to Julius, his acknowledg'd lord, 
| A yearly rent of ſeventy golden talents, ⁊’ 
* Cyms. Let Julius claim He laid _ couns 
a tr Ys too, 
Under like contribution.— Tell me, tina; 
Did Brutus well, when, by one yn roo 
He gave her freedom ? 5, © 
Crop. We have nought with this,— 
We come to claim the TE Ons your an- 
ſwer? 4 
Crus. That ye have ta en us fomewhat un. 
provided | 
Of money ?—no, but marſhal'd e ſuch 
We mean to pay you.—Tribute! r Uh; 
5 —_—y | 
Wien Cæſar can obſcure the golden "4 
oe hold the winds from i upon Britain, | 


7 
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cx wa owe aha I 
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| 


4h 8 
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We have no cauſe to thank them—LROATUI 


CYMBELINE; 199 


He may demand a tax for light and air. 

Till then, no tribute, CI oſUu Ii. 
Crop. Yet, bethink you. 33 
Loth am I to pronounce the world's wide 1 a 

An enemy to Britain; 3. to call forth | 
Rome's thunder yet reſtrain'd, had nd wrath, 

And ruin, not to be reſiſted, —Czſar, - _ 
Who numbers more of monarchs in his train, a 
Than CyMBELing of menial ſervitors, 

Yet tenders peace and amity. 


Cyms. On terms 


Of equal amity, we would embrace Say 
But, why, with preſent menace, do we deem 


Of future iſſues, which the gods, alone, 

Have in their keeping ?— - 

Let us be brief, and ſum our laſt reſalves. | 
Crop. War, or ſubmiſſion? . 
Cunz. Liberty, or death |— 

tk give our gueſts ſuch tendence, as befits _ 


Their high condition——A good night to all. 2 
[Exeunt ſeyerally, CyMBELINE and his Attendants—. 
CLop1o and his train, 


Queen. CLOTEN, I do berhink meg , that the 
gods, | | | 
If there are gods, or dxmons, or whate' er, 
That may obtrude their influence, unaſk d, 
On mortal counſels, or concerns think, 


Is now beyond our reach; and CYMBELINE 
Muſt not be laid to ſleep, until the known 
Events of war ſhall tell us when to ſtrike. 


9. 


His daughter, too but for thy fooliſh "__ 
That bar had been away, by this. 5 
Cror. My mother, . 7 
I aſk you not to give her to my love— — 
Yer, ſpare her to my vengeance, to the chaſtening 
That's due to her contempts !—By all the gods, 
Should ſhe eſcape inviolate, your Cl EN 
Muſt pine upon the throne. | 
Qukzxw. Well then, be ſpeedy. _ 
Cror. The Kine has put me into large com- 
miſſion. 
1 Quxxu. The Kme, my child ?—no matter for 
: 5 the Kine; © 1 
He's ours already. "*" "4x" te Roche power 
Thar's yet in doubt—Both ſides muſt be ſecured, 
That fate may find no further way to Fo us. 
Cror. And how may that=— _ © 
Qurzu. No mofe—but be attentive,— 
With the firft dawn, rake this diſpatch " Crovta, 
It is addreſt to Lverus, Rome's elect 
For this high expedition; and imports 
A tender, on our part, to great Auguſtus, 
Of. double tribute, and our Pictiſh bands, | 
In aid of Rome's thin legions—thus condition 'd, 
That Britain's crown ſhould be confirm'd to us. 
Be cloſe and dark as night—Away, my ſon, _ 
To e jog 3 2 of "YO? | 
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SCENE, VII. 


A BzvDci AMBER, 


bern enters with a Book and Taper, = 
A large Coffee | in a rant I 8 


ire. The night far gone—It is a i dpy Ry 
[Lays by the Book, 

And PI to bed Thou ever wakeful Fancy, 

Who makeſt new worlds, and n them with 
| | beings. 
At thine own will—O, take my Lz oNHATrUs 
Into thy kind creation; give him to me 
In all his love and lovelineſs, a ſhade - 
Paſſing all waking ſubſtance —ſo ſhall night 
Atone my griefs by day; and, what is not, 


Be prized ofer all that 8— © [Lies 
From every power of darkneſs, guard me, N 
And pe your Heaven within ! 1 7 e 


Crobio riſes wee out of the Colfen. 


Cop. Soft—All is ſtill except the cricket's 
. chirp; 
And the death-worm, that ticks its midnight 
| watch _ 
To ande- Tunhun, chus, with gelbe pace. 
Came Oer the ſleeping Lucrece, ere he waked 
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The chaſtity he weunded—Firſt, to mark 
The tales impannell'd on the * boards, 
And needled in the arras. 
The fifteenth Danaide Hero, fram the tower, 
And, from tlie beach, Alcione, juſt ſprung 
To join their loves below. Panthea, arm'd 
Againſt her life, hangs o'er her mangled lord 
Strike, woman, 
Put the beholder out of pain By Proerie | 
All thae is fabled, yet, of female worth, 3 
Is calbd together here, to be affirm'd : 
By yonder ſole perfection Now, for marks 
Of nearer, dearer annotation—ſuch 
As may, with jealous frenzy, rend the ſoul 
Of that loved, envied, curs d, deteſted ſavage !— 
Gently —as mouſers tread by night K ind ſleep, . 
Image of death, lie thou upon her ſenſe, 
As monumental marble on a tomb 
In ſome ſtill chapel, — Tis her breathing, ſure, 
That thus perfumes the chamber—Cytherea, 
Ho thou doft ſanctify thy ſhrine —fair lilly, 
Queen of the vale— more ſpotleſs, yet, within, 
Than all external purity— Soft, . 
Come off, thou precious bond, come off — Tis 
| mine— [Takes off her bracelet, 
A witneſs againſt truth, more ſtrong, than all 
ou Roman batteries 3 the we I 
ney here 7 — ; 
On the left ſide, beneath the 8 Pap, 
A mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 


we” 1 of a a aa 8 a rher, 3 
Beyond 


% 


CYMMNELINE: e 
Beyondiwhat law can make! She ſry enough 


I'll to my trunk again 


Le dragons, who draw on the team of night, 
Ply faſt your leathern wings, that chearful morn 
May riſe to win my freedom ! 


[Goes i into the caffer. — ſcene cloſes, 
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$CENT l. 


The CounTRY. A Wood and Cavern at a 
diſtance. 


LzonaTus and Fausrus enter. 


Lon. AU Tus, look gut—they cannot 
prom yet have paſt— 
This way returns them to the camp. 
Fausr. They come 
Tis CLop1o's trumpet— es = 
Lxon. Get thee, then, apart, [Exit Favs r us. 
Till we have cloſed our conference If Lucius 
Has juſtly fliled him brave, he will not take 
The vantage of his numbers, to de bate 
Againſt a ſingle „ eee 


— 


CLop1o a his Rowe. 


9 ier welcome. 
A word, with your good pleaſure; and that . 


As you are a valiant Roman, aſks no witneſs.— 


Cod. 
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| 70 Tro his Rediaue, ont 
ol follow—Now, your will, — 
Low. You bear, in mind, 
Your inſult, and late offer d enterprink 
Againſt my wife, . 
CLop. You named her not as ſu« mm. 
I hold my friend's connubial couch for ſacred, 
Although his ſpouſe ſhould place the Pillow for me, 
And wooe me to the parley. 
LON. Well—paſs that 
And ſay, what rich returns thou haft brought home 
From thy bold venture to the coaſt of beauty. 
Is there no worth, ſave what is maſculine? 
Or, does the weather. gage of thine opinion 
Turn from that reſtive point? | 
Crop. Your pardon, fir. 
You menaced me at parting. I hold not 
My life ſo cheap to riſque it for a woman. 
Grant a ſafe courſe and latitude of converſe, 
Or here my tale is ended, 
Lon. I do ſwear it. 
Give me fair facts. I quarrel not with truth, 
1K it ſhould blaſt me—Thou haſt ſeen A 
_ princeſs— 
Crop. Unparagon'd—a wonder, even to eyes 
That have ſeen all things elſe! 
Low. And her chaſte name, 
Still unimpeach'd, 8 
Crob. It is my ſoul's firm faith | 
No woman chaſter, or more fondly bound 
To the memorial of an abſent huſband, | 
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LO. o, I did know t my Inocen was chaſte; 


As ſnow new. fallen upon the mountain top; 


And conſtant as the vine that claſps its elm, 


And dies upon diviſion Say, good CLoDIG, 


Waſt thou not welcomed? 

Cop. Yes—at once - moſt warmly. 
In that I was a debtor to her love 
For LzonaTus—At the kindly cloſe 


Of our firſt interview, I did adviſe her 


Of ſome rare matters that I brought from Rome, 


And begg'd permiſſion at her ſhrine to lay 
Great Cæſar's offering—with a gracious nod, 
The goddeſs gave aſſent. 


Lzon. On — what enſued? 
Crop. Our audience at the Britin court — twas 
long _ . 
The night was then advanced twas late time 
preſs'd. 
I urged, and was admitted to her chamber. 
| Lox. Her chamber |—was it her 8 gart thou 
aſſured -- 


But, ſay it were — and fo thou might: have been 
To that of Lucrece—— | 


CLop. True.—]I laid before her 


Rich robings, gems of curious ſer, and pearls 


That left the Orient poor—no futile nets 


| . Storied, I doubt, * mare of nuptial truth 


For feminine affections. 
Lzon. Well the proceſs. | 
Crop. While ſhe retired, in ſafety to Jiſpoſe 


Her precious lading, 1 did mark the chamber 


The tale-recording tapeſtry and paintings, 
= - That 
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Than quondam huſbands met with. —Soon re- 

turn'd, 

She held me to diſcourſe, with pleaſant ave, 

* Touching our Roman gallantries and cuſtoms, 

LEON. Was thy ſtay long? | 

CLop. Long ?—no—our preſent nights 

Serve but as prologue to an early dawning. 

LON. Plague and perdition !ſ—- [Afide. 

How were ye employ'd? 

Crop, Nay, take your colour to you—No 
harm done; | 

Nothing but chat, and inoffenſive dalliance. 

LEON. Slave, villain, lyar!— by. the > gods, "tis 

Tatle— 


FE Dalliance * 


Cop. Your oath is forfeir—fare you well— 
[Going 
Lace: Come back; thou ſcap'ſt not ſo—Pro- 
duce me, here, | | 
Some token, bur the lighteſt feather, won 
From her high-plumed virtue—or, by hell, 
Whereto thou goeſt, thy lateſt glaſs is run! 
CLop. You ſhall be ſatisfied-But will you, 
| then, | 
Be peaceful? | 
LRON. I do ſwear it—though the prov 
Like the Tarantula's envenom'd touch, 
Should ſting me into madneſs, | 
CLop. Know you this ?— [Shews the bracelet. 
Lrox. Gape hell, and ſwallow all affiance up! 
All faith and truſt, and fabled truth, in woman !] 
Know it tn well !—it was our band of nuptials, 


"Xi Wich 


With theſe confiding 1 8 tied, 
Even on the marriage night—How * thou 
this? 
| Tempter acccurs'd Ache means—the circum. 2 
ſtance— 
Crop. Half by conſent—and half, by Aweet 
conſtraint— | 
1 looſed, and tay d it from her. 
LEON. O, I ſee 6 
It js enough !—thy triumph is accompliſh'd 
Over our peace and honour, Get thee hence |— 
It muſt, yet cannot be Hold, .CLopio—anſwer | 
Halt thou not practiſed on her cooler blood, 
With ſome infernal drug ?—or, by thyſelf, 
Or ſome confederate villainy, purloin'd 
That ſpeciqus trophy ?—Have I found-thee, "IP 
Anda thy ſteps back ward to thy den ? 
Crop. So leave it.— 
Why, what have I affirm'd to touch you, chus 
With jealous frenzy ?— + 5 
Have I yet told you of the crimſon gem, 
That ſweetly neſtles under the left ſwell 
Of her deſcending boſom?ꝰ 
Luo. O, I am choak' d 
She's wreck'd the world's bright pinnace funk 
for ever! | 
Should thouſands of concurring witneſſes 
Riſe to her honour now, I'd not believe them. — 
Is there no hook to hold me from the brink, 
Where the brain turns? Vet arm me with a reed, 
2 IJ will fight for her departed truth, 
„— ſhould — in ſteel, 


; | . © F MB ELIN = 209 
And web right and lefr—Fiend! damn'd 


du n giein ! 7 £9724 ater exopro. 
| Ho haſt thou wrought impoſſibilities? | 
Ne Soft—T have GT ns Te 60e art | 
| well— en "CLI 
et Depart in prace—Quick—hence—leſt bon ra 
Wrath D Hen 


Grind out thy foul, and Mitter ie as duſtl 93.1 


[Exit CTLo pro. 
Down, climbing paſſions! whither: would ye mount 
To ſpurn at Heaven and fate, who made things ſo, 
As cannot now be mended?—Ruin !' ruin! 
Worſe than the wreck of nature 445 a thus ?— 
Or is it a negation —all, a whirl | 
Of things that are but dreamt of Hold, hold faſt 
85 The feat of reaſon, gods |, a little ſpace— , 
For ſomewhat is to do—R acks, dying pangs, 
What are ye, to the fall of Heaven's on houſe, 
The human mind o' erthrown ?—1 muſt be ſpeedy. 
Faus ru:! 100997, Uf B38 01 


- 2 


Enter Fausrus. 


FavsT. . My lord.— 


ak LEON. Come hither, my good F AUsTUS— 

Thou ſeeſt thy maſter at the heavieſt plunge 

That ever call'd for help, —Thou haſt loſt thy 
maſter! 


F AUST. Alas! 1— 


d, LzoN. His name * honours Lak all, low i in 
. earth, | 
, No No foſterer, friend, or mournful tep attending !— 


„ P 1 thank 


1 n . tears — mine cannot chuſe but follow. 
—_FavsTos |! » 
Fa Ausr. What would my heart's belov'd maſter? 
Leon. I ſnatch'd thee, once, from twenty cir- 
cling deaths, 
At peril of my life, 
FavsT. You did, you did. 
| Lov, And thou art ſworn, on any cuir ex- 
£1 . treme 
of life or death, to * —* fearful bidding, ; 
No queſtion aſk'd. oy 
Fausr. e bur till-you ar. x68 
Die, Fausrus! 7 
LOV. Didſt thx 1 aught that paſt Y 
Favsr. Too much! What's to 1 done? ? 
Leox. 1 had a wife! - e 
FavsT. Diſpatch her! 
Low. And, ſo, quench the wei 
of luſt and foul diſhonour, that muſt, elſe, 
Blaze to a pointing world 
Favar, Rights. e 
LION. Wilt thou? wg 
FavsT. Yes. 
It ſhall be done. VS 
Lrox. Not butcher-like, my Fausrus— : 
But gently, as the nurſe would lay to ſeep” 
Her querulous babe— 
O, give her not the twenty th pang 
Such as now grapple at my ſoul !—Be ſpeedy— 
And, when the deed is done, thou mayſt expect me 


—Þ: AUST 


Near the great oak, that „ to the temple. 
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Favsr. Farewell, farewell I—be happy, as you 
 - i 


Ny beſt, my nobleſt maſter! Ixxit Favsrvs, 


Lrox. This CLoo10, too, muſt be provided for, 


At the next 1 this is gallant —ſoon, 
I ſhall be deep in bl 


Theſe buffettings of fortune, how they harden 


A heart, once, not inhuman ! 
The ſources of my living ſhame once ſtopt, 


lows ? what is to be reap'd from ſeeds, 
Sown thus, or thus? Eternity, to me, 

Can yield no future harveſt !—If 1 look 

For peace in Heaven, or o'er the travell'd earth, 
Through life, or time, or aught beyond, ſtill, ſtill, 
I meet it ſo bound up in Imocen, 


As never to be ſunder'd O, my love 


O, my loſt love !—O wretched, paſt reſource! 
Undone, undone, loft, ruin'd LzonaTus Exit. 


S c EN E HII. 
Near the Ca v ER N. 
BxIIAR N05 enters from it. 


Bit. Hail, Power! whoe'er chou art, whe 
ſitr'ſt ſupreme Att} as UN 
O'er good and evil, o'er this fair immenſe 
Of manifold exiſtence, worlds replete 
With works of varied grace |—I will not aſk 
How partial Ill hath fallen into the ways 


Of wiſdom infinite, The time may come, 


Fx om 
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When Thou ſhalt reignunqueſtioned, unoppoſed— 

When guilt and pain ſhall ceaſe—when to be good 

And happy, muſt be one—and all ſhall grow 

Eonſurmare, and renew” d, within the will 

Of their great maker !— © 

T here reſts my laſt of hope; and, thence, I learn, 

To bear fuch ills as ſeem to paſs all ſufferance— 

Heaven, what a glorious form Some viſion, ſure, 
[Looks out. 


So far- axeaiing all of mortal ſeeming !— 

Alas, it wrings at ſome diſtreſs! Can aught 
Of Empyrean temper, thus, extort 

Pity from poor humanity ? Fo a 


_— 
. Eine = ago — _ \ 

TAE — _ — — 
— — — — . 8 8 — A e EE 

: g : Ea Ee SS == COS IT 22 . >> —1—.ü.öö 
— — — — K — ” 4 . 8 

7 * 8832 8 n 

— — . a — a = - 
— . A 


IT — 
— — 
— — 

— — 
2 yg 


| Selz! 21 2 


= 
: . 
o 
= 
© 
os 
0 4 ; 
1 
\ N 
+ 
I 
1 8 
= 
N 
4 
4 
* 
6 


Le ONATUS | enters. 


Bright being! 
How may the native of an upper here” 
| Appear partaker of the general woe, 
That makes the lot of man? 
Leon. O fire revered! . 
- You ſee a man, of miſerable men 
The loweſt, and moſt loſt. 
BELL. Son of my age, 
Son of my ſorrows alſo—if ſage counſel, 
Or kind companionſhip in grief, may ſerve 
To ſooth calamity ; _ art thou come 
Into the land of balms. 
Leon. No balm for en | 
Deep as-exiſtence! © os 
es op 1 , _____ B8LL., 


* 


But, O, the richneſs of the bright poſſeſſion 
The world wants wealth to rate it. Three bleſt 
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BLI. That's a depth, beyond _ 
What death himſelf can ſrike.! The cauſe was, 
ſure, 
Moſt capital. 
Lzon, It was, it was—the ſame _ 
T hat ſack*d the ſeven-fold walls of aged Priam, : 
Butcher'd his race, and laid his Aſia waſte— mn 


A woman's want of truth! 


BELL. O, I could pour 51 
Into a friendly hearing, ſuch a tale 


Of a loſt woman, as thould ſoon exile 


All woe, ſave that alone, which is comprized 4 
In her ſad ſtory! | 
Lxon. Once, I had a tear 
For griefs that were not mine—Proceed, 9000 
father! 


Bs. The preſent King of Britain had a fiſter. 


Who ſaw her not, could form no ſemblance of her 
From aught that he had ſeen —l woo'd, with won, 
And wedded her in ſecret. — 


i 


moons, 
Three moons, the brighteſt that had ever changed 


Upon the changeful bliſs of man, ſcarce wain'd, 

When I was ſent ambaſſador, by CyMBerLine, + 

To Julius, Rome's diftator— Woe the while! 

My love, my bride, © my Apr LAIDE proved 
pregnant— | 

She was impleaded of incontinence, 


Even by her cruel brother was impleaded, 


And urged to name the fire—but, _— mg 


4 
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What, haply, might befall the hapleſs man, 
Whom more than life ſhe loved, ſhe, to the death, 
Perſiſted in her ſilence; and was offer'd, 

On the curs'd altar of the dire Andate, 

The richeſt incenſe of the trueſt love 

That ever breathed to Heaven! 

Lzoxn, Thrice happy huſband ! | 
Death may ſoon draw the veil that, from your arms, 
_ Shuts your expecting ApeLaipe—but mine 
No kind hereafter can reſtore . Vour pardon— 
Forward, I pray. 

Bzui. Thine eyes, my ſon, grow heavy— 
Come to my friendly cave, and I will try, 
With the ſad tale of my remaining woes, 

To charm thy griefs to ſlumber. 
Leon. O, for ever 415 . 
That were to be moſt happy. [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Fibrrbi and Imocen enter. 


| Favsr. We have croſt the public paths, and, 
nov, are paſt 

All riſque of further queſtion, 

Imos. Stay thee, FausTus. | 
This is a gloomy place I feel my ſenſes 

Seiz'd with I know not what of ſudden horror! 

Where is my lord, where is my LeonaTtTus? | - 
Didſt thou not ſay ?—Why pales thy colour, man? 
Why doſt thou look with that ſtern pity on me? 
What doſt thou ſearch and feel for ? 
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Favsr. Nothing, miſtreſs— Ae off. files | 
Be not alarm'd !—Where left you that! aa 


bracelet, 


Which my fond maſter, on his nuptial night, 


Bound to you with his troth? 
IMmoc. Alas, good Favsrus, 


Even all the gems that light my father's crown, 
I'd give for its redemption. Late, laft night, 
_ I pray'd, and thought upon my love, ny wept; 


And kiſs'd that holy relick of his faith, 


And dreamt of him till morning when awakjng, 


I found my arm was worthleſs! 

FavsrT, O, beware, 
It be not gone to tell my lord ſtrange tales 
Of woman's breach of faith ! 

1100. How, Fausrus! No— 


My honour fits above the blaſt of ſlander; 


And, like the top of Atlas, bears a Heaven 
Upon a mount of ſnow.—I do aſſure thee, 
Had I been born in any age, fave that 


In which my Leonarus won my ſoul, 


With graces all his own, I ſhould have died 


The votary of Dian. 


Fa usr. Pardon, miſtreſs !— 
Know you one CLopio? 
| Icon. A Roman, is he not ?—He brought me 
letters 
From my heart's maſter, _ | 
Fausr. That ſame CLop1o, lady— - 


Did you admit him to your chamber t 


IMOG. HOW 


Thou doſt amaze me, Favsrvus. Save the time 


P 4 He 
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As e told his meſſage in, before, nor Gore, | 
- I never met, nor mark'd him. 


Faust. By the gods, 

Within this hour, theſe eyes the Aude eyes 

Even of your LEONA TUS ſaw that bracelet 

In Crobio's boaſtful hand! Nay; he did quote 

Each ſure memorial of your bedchamber— 

Deſcribed your midnight ſcene of wanton dalliance, 

With ſuch leud Jets," as would avs turn'd to 

ans 0% : 

A face of folid*bronze.—He ſtript you, lady; ; 

And gave to record ſuch peculiar notes, 

Found on your precious body, as a challe one 

Would not deliver to the ſettled Fs” 
Of a loved conſort. W 15 


— — — — — — 
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IMos. Oh— [Faints 
Faust. The ſwoon of Mead is on her —0 ſole 
flower, | 


Of Britain's ſummer ! haſt thou varied, then, 

So ſudden — Tongue a accurs'd No need of del 
For murder, here — the very touch of ſhame 
Hath cut her thread of life 0 IMOGEN | 
Awake, ſweet miſtreſs | —beggar nor the won 
With loſs of all its worth. —I will maintain it, 

thouſand villains, ſuch 2 as CLon1o, 
2 0 e the teeth, thar thou art 
wrong d. £1913 ol 
What proofs can front that purity * face - 
The book, "where Heaven, in characters divine, 


Hath writ down truth and hondur ? —She e 


due, 0 Fs r. ee eee 
Th 1 2 


Fausr. 
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Fausr. Cheer you, my royal lady; cheer, ſweet 
miſtreſs - 

You are injured—by the gods, you are—] know i it 
Some traitorous machination, deep as hell— 
And there I'Il dive, but I will bottom it! 
: Look up, tranſcendent IMoceN, nor cloud 
The face of Heaven with grief - N 
rell me, my ſpotleſs, my thrice honour'd lady. | 
Did you not take ſome: preſents, at the hand 

Of that damn'd CLopio? _ dec 

IMoc. No. BE ad. 

FavsT. Rich e and gems 
Of oriental luſtre?— 

Imoc. Nothing of them. 
He ſpoke indeed of matters ſent, by Cæſar, 
To me and to my lord; and pray'd I'd take 
The coffer that contain'd them, for one might, 
Into ſafe cuſtody. | 

Faust. A coffer, miſtreſs ?— 3 
A coffer ! was it large? | 
Io. The men, who bore it, 

Bent at the burden. 

Faus r. Certain it is ſo!— 

I have found him, deep as Erebus—the gendl. E 
Curs'd CLopto, ruthleſs, rayening hound of hell! 
There ſhall be blood for this -a number'd pang 
For every pang that we have felt. 

O, my deceived, diſtracted, happy matter! 

O injured 1 innocence, ſweet IuocEx, 8 

Bleſt, precious miſtreſs !—O the gods, the gods, » 
Bleſt be the A! for this! 


W 
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want my child, my IMoozen—my kingdom 
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"Tue. Why doſt thou weep, 


Good F AvSTUS ? | 
Fausr. O] for joy, for j joy, to find 


That you are ſafe, and ſpotleſs— | 


Even as a chryſtal vaſe, intire, and clear, 

No flaw nor ſtain throughout, —Come, deareſt * 
J will entruſt you to revering hands, | 

The prieſteſs of Andate's neighbouring temple. — 


Then, to my lord, with the moſt rapturous tidings 


That ever bleſt his a [Exeunt. 
SCENE VI 
The PAL ACE. 
| Enter Kino, a ann & e. 


Cres Spread ſeveral m open all ik t 


locks— 
Search cloſe! She can't be hd Malicious fortune 


Takes the worſt time to croſs us! 

Quzrn. Good, my liege, 
FavsTvs, the ſlave of baniſh'd LE onaTvs, FF 
Was ſeen, ſome few hours ſince. Put we to this, 


That LzownaTvs, moſt aſſuredly, 
Hath join'd his arm to that of Rome what 


follows? 


But that the princeſs is, with F AUSTUS, fled; 


And, with her paramour, will ſhortly come 


To'claim your kingdom, 
Cyms. My kingdom, madam _ 


4. 
7 
9 Is 
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Is not of my begetting—O, my Quzen, ” 
You have a child !—I would to Heaven, that mine, 
From my fond arms, may not have been diſlodg'd 


By uſage too ungentle, —CLoren, fly !— 


Take with thee a ſwift band of our lighterm'd— 
Purſue, and ſave her for me. [Exit CLoTzx, 
The Roman, as we hear, intends, this day, 


To offer battle. —Patroneſs of Britain 


Inſpire, and then diſpoſe us, as thou wilt ! 

Victorious goddeſs, great Andate, give 

Cn that good for which we wiſh to live! 
[Exeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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„ E I. 


The Woo p and Cavern.” 


— 


LronaTus and BERLLARIVUSs enter. 


BEL. 7 HERE did I leave but age is 
narrative, 
And tireſome to your ear. i 
LEON. No, father, no | 
Could griefs, like mine, admit of conſolation, 
Tis in your lenient converſe. 
BTL. I have told you, 
Of the dark horror that involved my ſoul 
On my return to Britain, when I heard 
My ADELAIDE was loſt—yet, how, with ſmiles 
I yeil'd my depth of woe, till, on a day, 
I ſeiz'd the bloody hour of ſtudied vengeance, 
And left the barbarous CymseLine for dead. 
Thereon, I vainly ſought a flight from ſorrow, 
Through regions moſt remote—ſtill the barb'd 
„ i 
Stuck faſt, and rankled inward. Sick, at length, 
Sick of the world, and all he buſy ways 


Have found me here, ſecluded from the face 
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Of empty anxious man, 1 wiſh'd to mix 

My mortal aſhes with the native duſt, 

From whence they firſt aroſe. Ten toilſome years 
I ſpent in travel ; and-ten lonely years 


Of aught ſave Heaven, in wiſhful expectation 
Of the laſt, painful, happy hour,. that ſhall 
Strike off the ſhackles of mortality, 
And wing me to my love 
Lor. But, is there not 
A ſhorter way to peace? 
BELL. O no, my ſon. | 
The Power, who gave exiſtence, can, alone, | 
Have right to take it hence—And who ſhall warrant 
Peace to impatience ? | * ? 
LON. Father, about this time, a faithful ſlave 
Attends me, near at hand— lrtle gn 
Returns me to you. ML. | 
Berl. May the Power I worſhip, 
Reſtore your hopes, and run before your wiſhes |! 
[Exit LRONATus. 


— 


SCEN 8 


| BzLLanws retires towards the Cavern, CtorEx 
47; enters attended, 


Cror. Our Gene | is warm; ſhe can't be far from 
| hence. 

Fly ſeveral ways, ſearch well the 3 wood 

yy Who finds, and haves her to yon cave, I ſwear 


Is 
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Is maſter of my enen, and proſper ! 


Exeunt Attendants, 
Pan, and Priapus, aid mè in the hour 


Of rape, and rapturous vengeance, on the charms | 
Of ſcorning, ſtruggling beauty Hark, old fellow! 
Didſt ſee a man and maiden this way? 
BELL. No. 1 $8, 
CLor. Is yon den appertinent 
To thee and to thine heirs? 
BELL. It is. 
CLor. Not quite 
Unfurniſh'd, holy father, as we hope, 
Of female conſolation. 
BLI. Out upon thee ! | 
88 Canſt thou not play the banda, for a 
friend? | 
1 Hence, Wag and run! 
Cror. Come ſhew me to thy ruſhes. 
BELL. Stop low wretch! | 
Take caution of thine health—thou com'ſt no 
further. 
Cror. Now, by Andate, 1 OY much fuſpett 


Thou holdeſt, in thy faintly tutelage, 
The very wench I look for—Give me way. 


\ BELL, Beware [Lifts his ſtaff. 
CLoT. Nay, then, thy ſhrivell'd autumn, thus 


hopes: x at my blaſt.  [Draws. 
BLI. An arm, that was not wont 1 


To need the Ong lifring, greets thee, thus— _ 
bn CLOTEN, 


5 Come, 
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Come, to the public paſs, and, there, make ce S 


If thou art worth the owning. _ 
| | * dragging out Crorux, | 


CE NE II. 


'LEONATUS enters, 


| Leov. Favsrvs is gone—or not yet come— 
I met 
A man, who, paſſing in his haſte, declared 
The princeſs miſſing, and the court in uproar. 
Tis ſo—the deed is done - or doing! Hold, 
Hold, FavsTus, or I execrate thy duty, 
Worſe than thy breach of faicth—hy ſhould ſhe 
die ?— 
Who could ſurvive, if all were to be doom'd 
For one defect in nature? That ſhe loved me, 
The proofs are mighty, as the mighty proofs 
Of her incontinence — Was not her heart 
Sufficient, then, to mine - tho her ſweet perſon 
Were common as the kiſſing air? - Tes, Imooen, 
Give me thy heart, in life or death, all mine, 
I aſk no other Heaven—but, no intruſion, 
No ſooty thought, no curs'd contamination 
O that eternal robber, who hath foul'd | 
The veſſel of my peace! Though ſhe were purged 
By fire tenfold intenſe, though ſteep'd an age 
In the Lethean ſurge, the deed obſcene 
Would never from her ae ſhe mat 
| die !— - 
That ſpeaks the doom of Lzoxarvs too, 
Who cannot live divided No, I feel 


A force, 
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A force, more ſtrong than nature, draw 62 after, 


Though never more to join her—IMocen, 
My deareſt IMocexn, why, why was this? 


If paſſion, boundleſs as the claſping air, 

And warm as the meridian, might ſaffice, 

It. was not well, my love !—1s there no cure, 
No hope, no help for this to right or left, 

Or forward. throꝰ the length of time, tho' ſtretch'd 
Far as exiſtence ? O, ſole miſery |— 

Your pardon, Heaven Il aſk mow: not for bliſs; 

I aſk bur for oblivion, — 


. 


£ CEN k iv. 


To Lzonaros enter BeLi As. 


Bert, Welcome, my ſon he country's al 
in motion 
Some flying from, and ſome to arms But, here, 
Within our cavern's maze, we reſt ſecure, 
And ſmile at war and tumult. 


L row. No when life 
Was prodigal of every promiſed bliſs 


That youth could look for, honourable danger 


Ne'er ſaw my ſnoulder. blade — and ſhall I now 


N Turn from the death I wiſh to earn ? —No, father! 


An hour, and I am nothing, fave a name 
But it may be a loud one. A ſhort joy 
Reanimates my boſom— Gods, I thank ye !— — 
Loſt to myſelf, I ſhall be found to others 
Found ini the e my mrs tes s rights 12 8 


The ranging phalanx. 
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And, by my my death, affirm that liberty, 


Hich makes the Hfe of Britain. 

N Be it ſo. i e f 8 RW 
Since we can't live, why, let us di abe. 
Hear me, thou ſon of my electing ſoul! 
Among the noble youth chat graced our 1 
I, once, ſtood obvious to the public eye, 

For thou waſt not in being then; and — 
Diſcourſe ran high on ſoldierſnip, my name 
Was not far off —If thou doſt think me, ve, 
Worthy thy fellowſhip i im arms, then, heip 
To buckle on my ancient mail. O, Thou, 


* 


' Whoſe will diſpoſeth what thy, wiſdom form "= 
Make our laſt hour a. great one !—be our day 
Of glorious diſſolution, here on earth, 


Our natal. day in Heaven |! 
Lon, My father, come! 
I long to emulate. your high example; 


In your loved ſight to have my proweſs tried, 


And fall, ene, by your Oy fide. 


 [Exeunts 


5 0 * * E 1483 och 15 
Dra and NL mpe pets. 1 gs over e 
Stage. Clobio enters, his ſword drawn. 


Cop. ch and with meaſured motion, as 


put on 
By one informing ſpirit, march, and join 


KG, 


Vor. W 2 
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As the Soldiers paſs off the Stage, Favs rus enters, 

Fa ver. If the loud din of war hath reach'd 
his ear, 

The field of honour is the likelieſt place | 

Wherein to find him,—CLop1o!—O, ye powers 

Of juſtice and of vengeance, nerve my arm, 

And ride upon my weapon Good, my lord, 

Your ear—T bear a ge to you, © 


Crop. Whence? 
Fausr. From my kind miſtreſs, 


[| Crop. Speak | 

| * FavsT. In thunder thus! [Draws. 

14 : Crop. Preſumptuous ſlave A n take this 
1 anſwer back, | 

— 14 * To thy deteſted maſter. 24 

Fs * [They fight, and Favs r us falle—Exit Cu9910, 

* Fausr. Curſe on my feeble arm—that, thus, 

hath foil'd 


The cauſe it fought for—O, I ſee, I ſee, 
This world is not the ſoil where Heaven cer meant 
Jo plant or proſper truth: it is the field | 
Where the flagitious triumph If there be 
In ſtore for worth, or where wrong'd innocence 
May look for retribution—that bleſt region 
Is far removed from hence. 


78. 
d 


NN 


i Mig ſpurn his loved remains. 
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S8 c EN E VI 
LzoxArus and BELLARIUS enter. 


Lou. My Fausrus here — 
And bleeding ! | 
Favsr. Bleſt ak eyes, mine eyes 


Have ſeen him, ere they cloſe for ever -O, 


Your hand—'twill ſooth me in my dying pangs— 


My kindeſt, ſweeteſt, deareſt, nobleſt maſter! 


Lzon.. Alas—how happen'd this? 


Favsr. I vainly hoped 
To vindicate your quarrel—CL ob io is 
A——Oh——my time is ſcanty—IMocen=— 


Be happy, for your locen is——Oh [Dies. 
Leon. As thou art, my beſt F ausTuvs,—O, my 


| friend, 
My follower thro? all fortunes had I time 


To pay thetribute due, 4 


I would embalm thee with my daily t. tears, 


And tomb thee in my boſom. —Help me, father, 
Help to bear this kindeſt of Heaven's creatures 


Out of the public path, where trampling hoofs 


[Exeunt bearing the Body. 


E scENE 
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 Exuivrins and Britons enter. 


"Cuans Bid our ſcythed chatiots we to either | 
hand, 
And flank our wings—rnyſelf will oil ns wedge, 
With which we truſt to 1 _ boaſted 
- — ©} phalanx. - 
Pe not Geseivec, my fHendv--_ye: are whale,” 
And have brave men to cope with victory 
+ Muſt here be ſweated for, even till the drops 
Do turn to crimſon. 


EY * Rom abr Opy3k x enters. 


Otricrx. F 0 Cruneting I bear imporcan 
gteeting, ö , 
From the proconſul, Loews, \ 
Cvug. Speak his purpoſe, , _ 
Orriexz. He bade me ſay, that Rome diclains 
| to conquer 
# By means. xs that honour cannot marrant—Read,. 3 
| [Gives a pacquet. 
ow! Crus. What s here Out conſort and her ſon 
conſpired 
Againſt our ſtate and perſon ?—Treaſon, treaſon ! 
This was a boſom'd ſting Alas, my children 
Then ye were wrong*d—O, my loſt IMO ENI 
My fon, my ſhield, my banifh'd Lzonarus!— _ 
A ALY © Tell 


Tell me, brave ſoldier, as thou art a Roman, | 
Does LeonaTvs draw his ſword for Ceſar ? 


Orricer, Na. He refuſed to lend __ arm to 


| Rome, 

And, with averted action, thruſt . 
The proffer'd crown of Britain, : 

- Cys. That he were here! ! that r night waſh 
_ his truth. © 

With tears of kind ontrition- TA your general 
We would embrace his worth, on any terms, 
Save of our country 's freedom but, for that, 3 
For that we grapple, to our laſt of life, 
With arms of rival honour—F' ollow friends, 
| lead you! to the onlet, | ern. 


8 c <4 * E 1 


Drums and Trumpets. Noiſe of Battle, without, | Britiſh | 


Soldiers and Officers paſs over the Stage. 


100 8 The King's engaged are e for 
ſhame! | 
Up to your fellows. 
2d Ori. Forward, countrymen, 


To death, or conqueſt, haſte — Exeunt. 


Noiſe, of Battle continues. Several Britans return as in 
flight, with Officers. 


5 orric. All's lolt— che Ree is taken—All i 1s 


over, 
And Britain | is no more!—Shift for your lives— 
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SCENE IX 
Enter LronaTus and BELLA R IUS. 


Lrox. Stay, Britons, 1 ſham — 

Buy great Andate, 

Who comes upon me, ruſhes on a death _._ 

More ſure than Rome can eien, ſtay, I 
charge ye. 

Ye ſtand amazed—behold, tis your general, 

Your LzonarTus !—Turn—for ſhame—for hos 
nour— | 

Your wives, your infants—for poſterity, 

To lateſt times—for Liberty—for Britain 

»Tis I, your LxONArus leads you on, Fo 

Againſt the power and inſolence of Rome — 

Againſt the world — for N for Britain — 

Follow me, friends !— - 


ALL. A LeonaTus, a LzonaTus! 
_ Liberty, and Lzow aTUs !- [Exeunt ſhouting, 


SCENE x 5 


Noiſe of Battle continues, Several "INN return, 29 | 
| een from the Britons; eino n 


5 Hos the day is turn'd! | 
And conqueſt, in an inſtant, ſtrangely wrung 
Out of our very EP ns, Romans, ſtand. 


8 : 3 — | For 
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For honour, for your ancient name, return 


Loet me prevail 
[Exit with them, — to _ them, 


SCENE Xt. 
2 | 
Lroxarus enters. | 


Lzon. In vain 1 ſeek for death, among the 
__ thickeſt, 
Where the field burns—the | peche flies me til, 


| As the he held me for his foe—— 
Cxop1o re-enters, 


How, CLovio! 
By the gods, welcome— Nay, no fhrinking, 
| _ CLovio— | 
The time of reckoning's come! 
Can. 1 ſought thee not. 
But ſince thou croſſeſt me —altho thou wert 
The genuine ſon of Mars and dread Bellona, 
I front thee — thus. | 
Lzon. And, with my weapon” 's wind, | 
Thus do I win thee. . [CLovpio falls. 
Crop. Curſes blaſt chine arm, ; 
Triumphant ſavage ! for it has awaked me 
From a long dream of greatneſs— Tell me, Briton, 
Ho haſt thou dealt with Imocrn ? 


Lon, Diſpatch'd her, 5 
1 1 - mm 


1 
| 
* 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Crob. Then Im reyeng d land a will Ming: 
thy ſoul, 


With tortures wWorſe bes-! Iuooen 
Was guiltleſs. 
Lzon. How ?— 
Crop. The icavenly nike, leſs chafte ! 
T got myſelf convey'd into her chamber 
In a gay coffer, ſent, as I pretended, 


% 


With, precious Ware. from Cxſar, and, at mid- 


night, f 
Even, while the ſimple, ſleeping 1 innocent, | 
Dreamt of her LO ATUS, I did mark | 
The chamber; and, in ſtealing that ſame bracelet, 
Spied the rich mole that ſtung thee into madneſs, | 
Fool, ideot, dolt— r N 
Who had the jewel of ut univerſe, 


Tet caſt 1 it from thee : 1 3-4 


- Lxox. O fiend, without a fellow rode 

damn'd CLovio; | 

A depth, below all bottom, damn'd Hope not 

Thar death ſhall end thee from my 5 6 F 8 | 
No— 

Even, in 850 Fluge FI ase thy fickiog foul, 

And it ſhall be my endleſs Heaven, to tear, 

And torture thee for ever. Thou hell- tyger, 


Thy pangs are not half W 5 Erbes 
thus, 


And thu— I [Stabbing him, 


Crop. Hold, SOTO GR Pra catch 


= Thee, and the r that gave eee 


Dies. | 

„ 3 F 
5% th ISO Inga 
— * pl 4 . , | 0 » ae. 0 ö - 


I 


Ln * 


Lion. 4 ow; to follow HY | \ 
Furna che ſword to * breaſt. 
80ft—If death ſhould bs 
Ta craſę from thought, and, therein, from che rack 
On which my ſouß is Krexchid ; how then i 
IMOGEN 
Avenged ?—or how may my own wrath be wreak d 
Againſt myſelf, on whom I ſwear to wage i 
War without truce, for ever? Fool, fool, fool! 
To credit even theſe eyes, where, againſt proof,” 
Her truth, was demonſtration.—O, my love, 
Were my guilt greater than e er call'd for alte 
The loſs of thee were penal, beyond all | 
That juſtice could inflict and have I caus d 
That loſs ?*—Avenge her, Heayen and belt end, 
rack me 

Multiply pains on pains 1 28 roſe of beauty, = * 
How art thou cropt—how faded from e 1 
The garden of the world, now waſte! 1 = 
And ſhall I never, never, never more 
Behold thee, Imocen !—nor hear the voice, 
That ſpoke ſoft, tunings to my ſoul—nor be 
That aſpect, which aroſe upon the morning” 
In a new day of 525 ſhedding F 


Arg Joy around form 


. 58 
65 . 


It was ſome god—'twas Victory, herſelf, 
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SCENE XI, 


Drums and es os Enter Crunzriur, Bute 


' LARIVS, &c. 


8 A Briton, art thou ? 


BLI. Yes, fo pleaſe my liege; 5 
A Cambro-Briton, and my name BELLARIUS— 


Unworthy further note. 
Cruz. Whoe'er thou art, 


Henceforth, my friend and — ſhare my 


power 
And . = 
BTT. You far o'er rate 
My ſcantineſs of merit. 
Cyms. No thy works A 
Proclaim thy worth aloud—and I have fooud! 1 


Thy friendſhip in the reſcue which thou brought | 


me . 


From the ſtrong gripe of Rome, A friend as 


thou art, 
Ts the beſt gift of Heaven, a ſecond. ſelf 1— vj 


Receive me, then I fly into thine arms 


From boſom'd treaſons, which I fondly n 
In the curs'd venture of a ſecond bed. [Embrace, | 


Did ye not ſay, that my victorious ſon, 

My LzonaTvs was at hand? | 
iſt Loxp, We did. 

Even now, we all beheld, when, in the inſtang 


That conqueſt was aſſured, he vaniſh'd, 


Cy. Tes —!I knew, I knew, 


© — oY 


„ 
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That took his glorious likeneſs I beheld him 
As lightning from the eaſt he ſhot upon them 
I faw their firmeſt phalanx ſhake, DE | 
And wither at his preſence. | 
BLI. Some few hours 
| Before the battle, he became my queſt. 
1 held him, firſt, for ſomewhat more than mortal 3 
And, as he ſpoke, I felt, I know not what 
Of force and fond emotion, ſtir me inward, 
And knit my ſoul to his. 
Cyms. Prepare we, then, | ; 
One hundred of the nobleſt Roman captives . 
To be, with grateful incenſe, offer'd up 
On the triumphant altar of Andate— _ 
So ſhall her force our future arms await; 
And, 222 like favour, San the Britiſh ſtate. 
| X [Exeunt, 


Fd 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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8 2A and See . 
Quzzn, A RE there 1 no tidings of the prinerſ 


yet? 
Won. No, 1 not the leaſt, 
Qoxkx. Nor of my ſon ? 
Won. Not any. 
Quzzn: That is ſtrange! 


noma wat in haſte, 104 


How now !—whence come you, with that deadly 
3 . N look 1 | | 
Of pale and breathleſs terror? 
Mess. From the battle.— 
The Ko is captive to the arms of Rome, 
With oyr two chiefs, Cingetorix and Cadwal. 
All's Fall on the rout——and Britain flies, 


„ 5 Scarrer dd 
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Scatter d, and driven along the Held," MR 
Dein the raging wing. 
Qu. That's Wisent Gatte 


Than we did wiſh for. [Dead march without; 
Ha ! what ſound is that?: 
That, with an heart-alafming nn 


Brings death upon us . 


1 


Mexzzorn enters, N 


2d 8 O, my royal miſtreſs k : 
nnn. Speak, man—and yet—T dare nos 
| ad Mess. Nor dare 1 75 8 
Your wretched ſervant anſwef—O—your TIM 
| Your CLoTEn 1s- | 
Queen, Dead on 3 Tuaiats( 
Won. Help, here, ſupport - | „ 
Her fit is ſtrong upon her 
Quezn. What have ye waked me to — hor: 
ws 7 ror, hortor! 1 1 
This was not among all my eee el, had I, 
Had 1 no friend, in Heaven, or hell, to-ſnatch © 
From ruin that yet wants a name? What's here? 


[A Bier carried acroſs the Stage; with Soldiers attending. 
A bier !—Ah—tell me not my child is there— == 
Or I will give a curſe ſhall blaſt the world, > 
And root exiſtence up—Fates !—hoſtile powers 


Slaves, cowards, who forſook him thus I ſpread 
Deſtruction, death, among ye all — [Draws a dagger. 


9 Sor: 


— 


23 
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Sor v. Shift fly! 


Fly from her fury, all +. 
| [Exeunt, the Qyzzs purſuing and friking at chem. 


4 


SCENE. II. 


Drums and Two. CyMszLine and "IFN 
ius, &c. enter in Triumph. 


Crux. Welcome, my brave deliverer, to your 
o Cn — 
- To the poſſeſſions of a laviſh bieedihip, a 
That will not know partition Seek we, now, 
To purge our 2 of domeſtic evils, 


: . 


1 1 5 5 enters. 


And traitors, late moſt loved, —Where 0 {you 


Queen ?— : 
orie. O, my dread N the winds, in. all 


their whirl, 


Are not ſo wild —madder wn twenty 8 
When ſhe beheld her ſon, brought home, a corpſe, 
She ſwoon'd; but, waking into ſudden ws 
She drew a poniard, flew on all ſhe met; 
And, though, with camara {2s now v diſarm' d. 
None dare approach. | 
Crus. Is CLoten dead? 5 
Orric. He is. 
Cruz. Then, Heaven has ſaved a labour—Here 
he comes 
Mak ber. , 


r 


Ir 


ar 


| re i 
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sc EN E Ill. 


Quzzn enters, with a cup of poiſon in one hand, 


and a dagger 1 in the other. 


Quzen. Pina, filly boy the crown is "729M 
but - 


Muſt wield the ſcepter. TTY 
Sayſt thou? —aſleep ?—ſofc then — we'll grope our 


WE  \ (i. 
Is it not midnight? lie thou there 8 
[Lays down the cup. 
We'll find a ſpeedier medicine —here I have it— 


Keen as a launcet. —Huſh—where life is ſeated— 
[Strikes. 


He has it, at his heart—Lights, lights here— 


lights! 
This is not Lroxarus Murder murder 


Theſe are the groans of CLoren ! of my child 
1 5 No- look — tis IMoGEN—our old Kino's daugh- 


ter ** 


Soft draw the curtain not a TOP — 


Crus, Unhappy, guilty miſcreant—how her 
dreams | 
Expreſs her waking purpoſes of horror! 
Queen. Return'd, you ſay, from battle, faint, 
and thirſty ? 


Tis well—here's that will quench him. 


- Which is he? 
Which of you is my royal, Well huſband! — 
No- this is not the cup I have miſtook — 


N the cup - 


This 


un 


This is Nepenthe. Tis the drink of gods, 
The balm for cares, deep canker” 3—for a ſoul. 


NB ELIN. 


Parch'd like a blaſted ſummer! Drinks. 
Cru. Hold - ſtop prevent her, a 1—Nay, 
then, I doubt, 


She has, herſelf, imbibed thi very be bane 


| She meant for others. | 


Quxxx. Who, IM are ye all "TR 

. 55 huſband here LIE lave me, dae, lefon 
lle 22 

. was not wont to wear that beat 6f fakes, 

Nor point "thoſe Ncorpfons at mme—2Oh, fick, ſick ! 
1) ye have charity — little covering _ 

It is the top of Zembla and tlie winds 

Blow the keen launcet aroms—thro' my vitals!— 


- 4 #S 


More cloathis—beap, heap '—your fires around 
me—quick— 
Plunge me in Phlegeton, the burning gulph i. 
Hell is not hot enough Hold, hold me where, 
Where am Ihurried round and round? —ftop—fix— 
Impale me—for I cannot bear this ſpin— | 
This whirlwind of the brain - 
Cru. She faints—ſoppotr, „ 
And bear her i in.— e e 
Quzzn. Oh- | 
Pull not fo 3 joints—the panting cords, 
\ Rack'd to a fibre Nature cannot bear © 
This ſundering from herſelf—this horrid W 
There take my limbs my vitals— 
To the four winds, diſpers' d- Oh - ; FDies: 
Cyns.. With what a ſuddenneſs, 3 red 
Is turn'd to livid !—Bear her! to her chamber —- 
* —.— Gs my 


4 


CYMBELINE. -24t 


O, my fole friend, how poor a thing is kingſbip, 
When ſhorn of every ſocial name that gives 
Domeſtic feeling or ſupport ! —thau art, now, 

The only good that's lefr—1'll to the temple, 
And aſk the gods, for which of my miſtreadings, 
| Theſe. Ws are come ppon me. I Exednt. 


8 94 E N E Iv. 


The Inſide of the TEMPLE of AnDarts, 


Pg 18s ss and Imogen enter, 


PRIEST. And ſent his man Por murder * Fr 
Imoc. What could he leſs? Had I an hundred 
lives, 
They were too little for the bare ſuſpicion 
Of ſuch a naughtineſs !—I fear, I fear.— 
Pr1esr, Fear not, my e my ſweet 
nien! — 
All mall be well thy lord, thy Le haus, | 
Shall be new plighted, in a double bond _ 
Of freſh endearmentr, to thee. | 
Inos. Never, madam |! 
He never can forgive—never expel 
The rooted jealouſy—What, in my chamber— 
A ruffian, and at midnight then, to quote 
Each circumſtance of time and place—confirm'd | 
Even by my nuptial bracelet—and ſuch marks, 
As ought to have been lock'd from every eye, 
With bolts of triple ſteel | 


J | PRIEST. 


— 
— — 
— — 

— 


— — 8 my 
r et ere „ nn on COSTCO 


— RIS 
— — 
— — 


— 


1 


' To — FR power of Victory. 
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Palxsr. But when he bas 


; The ſubtle means deviſed— _ 


Iod. Ah, facred lady ! 


Againſt ſuch proofs, what witneſs can avail? 4 


Not the confeſſion of the lurking fiend, 
Who plotted my undoing. O, Iam 
Diſtracted too to think of what he ſuffers, 
For ſuch a falling off! for, though he is brave 
As the bay'd lion; yet he is gentle, too, 
As is the turtle, lately fledg' d, and peeping 
Into a new-found world. I feel—and to 
Your ear I] will. confide it—had I but 
The twentieth part the cauſe to think he had 
| given 6 
My rights in his loved perſon to another— | 
I feel, I could not bear it. 1 
Parkstr. Kindeſt, trueſt, N | 
Lovelieſt, and beſt beloved, my child, my 
IuMOG EN 
Mine by fond ties, that muſt not, yet, — told ! 
Peace to thy gentle heart—all ſhall be whole; 


Truſt me, it ſhall. 


A Pri1zsT enters. 


Fanner. Bright emblem of our goddeſs, ſacred | 


lady! 


The 1 rites are all prepared 2 « hundred victims, 


With fillets and freſh garlands, duely bound, 
Wait to be offer'd, in their holy in. 


at 


" [Bair palzbr. | 


| Bag 


CYMBELINE aus 


PaizsrESss. I come— 
Ill would ſuch ſcenes, as thoſe, my daughter, ſuit 
Thy gentleneſs of nature I, who am 
Bound, by my duty, ta the horrid viſion, . 


Still ſhudder at the ſight of human blood. 
2 my loox. 1 kg 


˖ llt TuoGrn, 
15 710 Hach 15 | 


s NE 15 


5 


Opens and 33 the inſide of the Temple; ; the Altar 
of Incenſe, with the ſacred fire, and the Altar of Sa- 
crifice. The Choir and facred Muſic at the upper end. 

The Prieſts ranged on either hand; a Roman Victim 
ftanding behind each Prieſt, with his hands bound, and 
adorned with ribbons and 3 | 


Pr1zsTESs. Begin your dread folemaities. 


Symphony 'of Muſic, and the Hymn ſung by Prieſts and 
Prieſteſſes. 


x - 
(7 74 r | of | ” 
L i a p 


1. 


2-7 Goddeſs of cotifliting arms, 
Of the field and of the fight, 
Brazen ſounds, and dread 3 | 
Gonguett, N n _ and EE 


* — 
hd 
I 
ww 
— 
* 


b. 
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- as  CYMBELINE. 


: H. | 


To thee, triumphant, potent maid, 
Be our vows and offerings paid ! 
Should domeſtic guilt diſpleaſe, 
Hoſtile blood ſhall beſt — 


PAIsTEss. Liſt now—Thus faith our ancient 
. oracle + | 


When 2 victim, free to "A 
Shall his life for others give— 
Human offerings ſhall, no more, 
Stain the land with human gore. 


So ſays the ſentence of two thookind ear 
But, no ſuch victim comes ! | 
Te know your duty. ; 
. {To the Prieſts each of whom ſeizes his Captive, 
and draws a 88 * to ſtrike. 


SCENE Z 


LEoNATUS enters. 


Lux. Hold ſtop your horrid rites j—Refrain 
your hands, #193 358 & 
Te e ſervants of a barkirous 3 
Behold, I give thoſe valiant Romans freedom! 
Come, bring your fire and ſteel, your racks, 1 
» engines „ 


On 


CYMBELINE 46 


On me, alone, be emptied all your ſtores, 
All your artillery of death—T claim, 
And ſcorn your utmoſt efforts, 
PrIigsT. Ay, this, indeed, 
This is a victim which the gods might take, 

In lieu of twenty thouſand, and be gainers |— 
Art thou come, noble youth, to ſtay = ſhedding 
Of human blood in Britain? 

Lion. Therefore come. ; 
Paixsr. A voluntary vitim?— 
LON. Free as air,. . 
Not fo in vulnerable. 7 
Parks r. Yet retire, . 
Fearful is death— — 
Lon. To thoſe who wiſh it not. 
- Paresr. Aye, but the pangs— 
Luo. I have, already, felt 
Mare than you can inflicmme. 
* Prigsr. And haſt thou, then, 
No nature in thee? no compunction for 
Thy friends, thy kin — perhaps, a raving father, 
Or mother woe · begone? — leſs pity than 
Tzhine executioner, whoſe eye, their loſs. 

Compels to weep compaſſion. 
Luxx. I claim the ſentence of your Oracle | 
I have no words to waſte, 
Priesrt, Unfeeling boy !— 

Thy will, then, be eee e, him, 
virgins, 


And def hin for his G | | 


7 — 


« 87 3, 


by 
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Give the ſolemn man late— 3 80 


29 


* #* 1 #2 ? 


While "wk of the Priefteſſes b bind wad 1 rene n. 
others join the Prieſts in the following verſes, part in 
recitative, and part in, ſong. - . STR 


; Not in malice, but it 8 24 id. 
Dre him as a feaſt for Jove. We bo wail 


1 the melting ſanders . cs 5 13 
Want of weeping kin ſupply 5 20 


And wich tears, and ſighs profound, 
Fill all the ſadden'd air, and wet the mourn- | 
ing ground, _ e 
eee is 10 on dhe Altar, 
3 uſo 1 
A Prieſt ſtands over gin with 2 e _ 
another gives, the bowl to ADELAIDE. 


Pansr. My hand "defies its ee Hen 
Bonduca, 1 
Take thou the bowl of Gb ene dunn 0/5 


1901 „el! 
Boxp. We are ready When you li ike,” 5 


SES #55 


* 


112 10:9129%9 221111. 
Lion. strike! 


* 
3 3 
14 OH 17 * CO } PV *7 O9 Eff: # 


1 


Thunder a Libbeung. The gage he is ; darkened, and 
the ſacred Fi ire extinguiſhed, | 


CF 
"rms © YO 8 x 


59 INTER Hold: your raſh handl—chep powers are 
l diſpleaſure— ee 

The Heavens are moveddlthe' 

guiſh'd! 


holy fie extin- 


{1 {fy 


2 


* | 
| bible 


* 8 


Art thou of earth, or Heaven, or whence Lin. 


Lzov. I never knew W M 
Pais r. O, my RETRY boſom !-—No, that 
were  --- 
To be too bleſt Wich whom o brought de 
anſwer - 8 
Quick, 1 adjure thee— Y . 254 T8319 
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Unbind your victim—this i is not the one 

Our goddeſs will accept. He looks diſſatisfed 

Withdraw, and leave him to my further queſtion. 
[Exeunt Prieſts, &c. 


1 do adjure thee, by the power thou worlhipp'ſt, 


form me. | 

_ Leon. I know not. | 

 Priegsr, No? 

LEON. Not whence—but, what I am, 
I know—in nature's. work, of no account, 
And hateful to myſelf ! are ties 

ParesT. Whoe'er thou 8 * 
To have thee, thus, alive, and ſafe, 13 re 
As though thou wer't new come into the world, 
My only, and firſt born. Thy parents ſay 


N 
— * 


Lzon. With King ernie i „nose 

A beggar'd foundling ! 2144-1 
Paizsr. And thy name, thy name i$= one 
LON. Lzoxatus,— 2755 . 
Pxixsr. Mighty adele reo, art— 

thou art 5 

My ſon—my. eee my child, 0 

Child of the tears of twenty mourning years! 

Till late, 1 knew not that I had a ſon ; 

R 4 0 gs + 


. 
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The faireſt, braveſt theme of every tongue 


The hero of our age |—My Lx oA rus, 


My ſon, my ſon, my ſon! © [Embraces, 
| Leon. Great nature, powerful goddeſs=—for « a 
moment, 


1 yield me to thy feelings —thus, while, thus, 
I bow beneath the feet of her, who gives me, 
Firſt, to pronounce the ſacred name of mother — 
ee 
O, mother fair ! 
Thou art the parent of the wretched'ſt offepring, 
That ever ſtain'd mortality with ou 5 
And made perdition ſure! Tea 
PRIEST. Fall bleſſings on thee, 25 
Till Heaven can heap no more | 
And bleſſed thou ſhalt be. 
Lron. No- never, never | 
1 have murder'd bliſs, have quench'd the light of 
Britain! 
O, Imocrn, my love, my life, my wife, 
My Imocten—O Inocen ! 
PriesT. But was ſhe not die b 1 
Lrov. Pure as the gere of Heaven, ere yer it 
falls, 
And neighbours to corruption. 33 
PR IEST. Peace—and thou alt behold Ber 2 
OY CN HY Red, : 
Bkauty, biig iter than the morn, elt 
Queen of all that's Britain-born, 
Pere fair, and daughter dear, 


cerleſs 22 appear 1 


ScENE 
5 


CYMBELINEG ay. 


SCENE vn. 


* 


ioo. enters s veilel. 


4 


She throws up "Ja yah Lroxktvs ſtands in Meant © 
© amazement, 


Lrox. If the op teems to W | 
If univerſal nature, through her works, 
Could yield another form like that—= 
All might not be illuſion !— 
Viſion of harmony and light, os: ere 
Thou fleeteſt - thus I fix thee—O, tis Nr 


r 


Itliv es, to fenfe, to rapture ! 
Ino. My love, my lord, my life my e 
N naTus! 
Do I, chien, hold thee ?—Doſt thou tuink me true 
The ſeat of memory ſo fill'd yo vhs } 
As leaves no foom beſide? 
Leon. If I dwell 1 
Within the regions of creative fancy, [HOT A 
It is too much of bliſs - Methinks, 144 
Upon a pinnacle, ſo high in happineſs, a 
My eye can ſre no bottom, whereans i > 1 
A doubt of this would plunge me.” | 
\ Parzsr. Hence with doubrs „ 
And fears, for ever Tes, ye are * kd, wang 62 
In whom I triumph; my bleſt, happy pair 
Of priceleſs pearls, ſo marci?e\lotrarchlefs too, 
_ "OY, each other !— e 


Parrse, 


Fd 
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Their paſt and future 3 vou ſee 


# 


5 Pairs enters. N 
11 0 


| Pa1gsr. Madam, the Kyo approaches 
PRIEST ESs. It is well. PATON | 


Renew the ſacred fire. —My precious children, 


f (Exit Prieſt, 
You may withdraw, awhile—not far—the time 


Will * a en nde Wo 
| [Inocex and Laonary's1 retire, 


es 4 4 I 
F _ 
444 N 


S.C.E N E v. 5 


: 


, . 5 


Fee and BeLLARIVs enter attended, 


3 The Prrzerzs- drops ck vel. 32 | 


_ Pazngr. What would our Curtius dae 
great Andate? r 
Cys. O, ſacred dame, iy hon the Heavens 
Pronounce - - d fag 15] nog] 
A man, amid the pride of royalty ,,,.. . . - 
Moſt wretched—ſhorn of children, and of kin— 
Of all the; joys and amities that could * 


Endear exiſtence—as. a lonely oak, 2 


Lopp'd of his branches !—Tell me, TY = 
For which of my. miſtreadings, have theſe ills 


F thick and 1775 4 N me? Rin ned 1 | 
Cyus, The ws did — 1309 K 92 
11130 5 i 2 


CYMBELINE 25 
Paizsr. What law can warran 
A gainſt the law of Heaven —great nature's Jaw, 
Writ in the boſom, ſtamp'd in characters 
Of mercy on the human ſenſe divine. 4 5 
That binds the feeling brotherhood on en 


And *fines him into godheadꝰꝰ. > 25 oy 
CYMB. O —— [ have reh n'd—che 
pride w 50: u uννοε 2 991 


of novel Linaliip,- -and- the or of anal 

So near our throne, thro” her 1 Incontinence, 

Enforced the inhuman act. a bir e za 
PRIEST. Thus faith Andate 

Never ſhalt thou behold the chearing face 

Of ſympathizing friendſhip, nevet feel ++ 
The bleſt embracements of a daughter's fondneſs ; | 
Till that the melting eye of AbELA bK 

Shall weep, in ener, IIs oer r thy grief, 

Ang' waſh thy ſtains away. Stor i or 


Cyms, That were too cb ig 
Too much to hope from her forgiving goodneſs, 
If that the gods, by means miraculous, 193 
Had yet preſer vd her to me Never ſhall ' 

Theſe eyes, in mortal ſockertings, | | be lets 


Wich ſuch a ſpeculation'! | d eee Gormo 
Patksr. O, behold! ot a up Fe veil 5 
Cxun. My ſiſter! my loſt fiſter !— ny 
BELL. O, the gods 5 Mü AQ! lraintiag. 
„ Cyux. Help here my friend i is PETE A 
i | CONT * UL „us. 
aol eie 4147" 6A (44. 22 watt 


— 


PalxsTr. 


2 — 


kan 


a 


4 


azz CT MB E I INE. 
Pais. Bleſs'd powers | 


Through all his guiſe—l think tis he tis be— : 


My lord, my ever loved, my long mented, 


Loſt Leowrius! -_ e 
BILL. O, Abl AID E- thine arm—my Heaven 
Has come too ſudden on me!! 


Cu. Now, indeed, En 0 EO 
1 ſee it is LOUIS tis the man 9929 


Who, long ee the fe be | fared. 


lately. 
"oy Not with a traiterous ren Cru. 
BBLII x — ; 


At noon, and hand to hand. 5 ih 1 | 1 
Cyms, True; true, my "OR q 


J fee the reaſon, now—it was refiſtieſs,” lt fL 


Had you but'told'me, ere ven wende Rome-—- e wo 
Or had our Abr awe confeſt her ſpouſals 


With my heart's choſen hat den 2 


And grief, had then been ſpared? 1 5 
Parzsr. And would you, then, e 
Would you have pardon dꝰ 
Cyns. Tes, with that full , F 
That now I claim. from both. 1 292 
BzII. My Kine, my maſter . os 1 2 
PFxIEsr. O, now, indeed, my fond, my new 


found brother! [Kneels. 
Cys. Riſe to my arms, my Wear! chere 
. Yang,” 2 


And make up 14 well As {Embrace 
Say, my ſiſter, 


err came n 8 event, this bleſt reverſion 


— — 


Rr 
6 , 1 Of 
0 . 
1 85 > 
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Of joys, the laſt to look- for 2—Saw I not 
The flames aſcend thy funeral pyre ? 
Pr1gsr. Tou did; 
But then, Sheen 155 5 
Conveyed me, inward, by clandeſtine dein, 
Juſt as the flames aſcended.— Many a >. 
Our pious prieſteſs, in like manner, ſaved, © 
For the dear meeting, and ee . | 
Of fathers, ſons, and brothers. 05 
BELL. But the pledge, | 
The pledge of our I ark + loves, my Aon. 
I. Ap . 
What hath befalle ?? 
PRIEST. Our late good a Echeline, 
Some few nights ſince, upon her dying couch 
Confeſt, ſhe had my new · born babe convey'd, 
Wrapp'd in rich veſtments, to my royal brother, 
With a fair ſcroll, expreſſtve of theſe words - 
« Andate ſends a ſon to CYMRLIxE. | 
Cys. And was our LEON Hus, then, the fan 
Of my ſole ſiſter ? Let mine eyes, but once | 
Behold my Io and him united, | 
Then, cloſe them, gods, in peace! 
Pr1esT. Approach, my children, 1421 
nee e Wr and baten, 
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S 0 E N E K. 
Lionaros ay Imoctn enter" and kneel to 


r if. nine . by irt B00 
cus. My. "child; wy nannte is j 100 
much; - 222 $11 0 


My Na my ind to: W 

Riſe, riſe - cannot eee ge flood of blef 

4224 ſings·— fy 

Enter my boſom, i 5 | [Embracing 
PriesT. See, my las, fo A167 1: 

Behold your glorious: ſon! It HC pot; 

BELL, Heavens 1 do think; - 25 75 n ws 

The ap ſame —Soft, ebe 5 


Lowe! What, my hoſt, 0 f 2 
My holy father here! O, e ales: 22 ba 
We have had a change, to which C eee 
Was deem'd unequal There you ſee the Heaven, 
Whoſe loſs I mourn'd ne . er 
Been added to the bleſſing! 3013 0911 
BELL. Art thou, then, fu, 
That god, to whom we have deb paying n 


For victory? My ſon, my child, indeed ; 
My heart foreknew thee mine There ſtands our | 


ADELAIDE, 
Even thine exulting mother. 35 
LEON. O, my father EEE [Both kneel, 


{ = 17700. Here, too, my duty bids me bend. 


4 * 
4 — RES - 
BELL. 
F es 
* 
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BELL. Great power! | _ 
Grant them, with equal tranſport, ha to bleſs / 5 
The children of their children! 7 


"a Orriexx enters. 
Ox ric. My liege, Rome 8 great proconſul mak- 
ing head | 
To favour his retreating jegions, was 
Beſet and taken priſoner. 
Cyms. Bring him to us— | 
We owe him 1 honours. 


7 


SCENE. X. 


Lvcius brought in bound, attended by Roman 
= and Britiſh Chiefs. | 


Linen; What; my friend „n ene 
In bondage 7—0, indignity to 1 I 
To virtue !—Trueft nobleneſs, thus let me 
- Unbind 0 country s ſhame — Ou art free, ar 

Lucius, 
F tes, as at Rome, and Full a as ; ell affected. 
Command in Britain, taſk us to thy will 


In all things —ſave, ſuch bonds as theſe 
[Caſting away the ſhackles. 


* 


Lucius. o. great 
In goodneſs, as in glory I rejoice LE 
In the high fortunes of my Lx onaTvus, 
Though at the coſt of Rome. 


Crus. 
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Cyms, Lucius, in eſtimation of thy virtues, 
We give, to every Roman captiye, freedom; 
With truce and entertainment to thy legions, 
While they remain in Britain. —Next, to Cæſar 
We ſhall appoint a ſpecial embaſſy, 
With twice the value or his late demand 
Zut, not as tribute, LVveius! 

Leon. No, my friendl— 

Wherefore ſhould Rome from others wreſt that Li. 
berty, 

Which, for herſelf, ſhe prizes more than le? 

From us ſhe muſt not No - the gods have given 

To Britain, independence on all lands 

By her enfolding waters, her wide field 

Of future empire !—O, my mother's ſpirit 

Swells my prophetic breaſt—I ſee the ſails : 

Of Britain ſpread, from eaſt to weſt, their wings 

Of wide protection! How the nations flock 

Beneath them This, indeed, is true dominion— 

To humble pride, and to ſubdue oppreſſion 

To lift the fallen, and to ſuſtain the weak ; 

To bind a willing world with her beneficence ; 

And wide, as rolling waves, or wafting wind, 

Reign, the requeſted miſtreſs of mankind } 
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MONTEZUM 


PERSON S. 


1 N. D 1 A N . 


MONTEZ UMA, Emperor of Mzx1ico. 
OD MAR, his eldeſt fon, 
 GUYOMAR, his younger Son. 


Son of the late depoſed Inviax Queen 


MERIA and Aren. 


ORBELLAN, þ by 'IRAxaLLa, and Brother of Al- 


SPANIARDS. 


CORTEZ, the SPANISH General 


VAS OU EZ. MH 3 
d 0 
ria AR RO, { Comman ers Wende him. 


INDIAN WOMEN. 


CYDERIA, Daughter of MonTezuMa. 


ALMERIA, ) Siſters, and Daughters of the late depoſed 
ALIBECH, Ixpian Queen, by Trxaxaila, 


n o 


SC E NE, Mexico, and the adjacent Country. 


| ParesTs, Invian GvuIDES, Granrs, ATTEN- 


DANTS, &c. 
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The CounTay near MEXICO. 


Enter CoxTzz, Vasgutz;" Piz ARO, with 7 1 
ards, and wn of their 1 


Cor. N what new e climate are we 
throw-n! | 5 

It looks as if old nature, purged * „ 887964 
Had paſt the general doom, and ee | 
A new-created worde. 

. Vasa. By ſcience n this we 
In nature's ſimple lap. Mechanic arts - 
Hold no republic here; but all is wild... 
And ſavage, as the foil | + {+ | 

CorT. Savage an d wild, wor” i 
Are terms we give to faſhions not our own. 
Better, perhaps, that man had yet been left, 

To the rude dictates of his native virtue; | 
| 82 Than 
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Than to be wrought and poliſhed 1 into yes,” 
By arts too much refined. , 


. The ſoil, though age, * bene 


ous plenty 

Beyond what toil and culture can produce 
In our o'erlabour'd world. This country is 
The fabled Danae, ſure, in whoſe fair lap 
The glittering Jove deſcended: mountain floods 
- Here pour a golden torrent; here again, 
The lucid ſtream, with rich 6 
Flows o'er a bed of ſilver; © 
 Vase, Ay, this is worth | 

A ſoldier's fighting for—the great reward, 

The prize beyond compare, which'Heaven: ee 
For unexampled valour; ſince we dare, | 
With ſcarce one ſquadron, and a few brave foot, 
To war upon n marld- „„ 

Corr. PzARO, IG | 
Valour is not ſuſtain'd by —— 
Far, far unequal were our power to that 
Of mighty MoxrRZZUMHA, did not faction 
Divide theſeſivages againſt themſelye: 
The ſpadeusermpire of the late Traxalla, 
Groaning beneath the yoke of Mexico, 
Crouds our thin ranks, and ſues to us for 6 ll 
We will not yet proceed, by cloſe: deceit,” 
Or lawleſs rapine; we ſhall firſt propoſe | 
The ſword, or branch of peace, to their cleaion 
Say, guide, how far to undes 8 Tv) 
rf lag, N leigve ” 
Brings you " WI the pioſpeero of the e city, 
17 WIR 2 TY 


wb: 


MONTEZUMA: „ 
That riſes from the lake, as newly bathed, | ef 
And ſhines to either ſhore, | 
2d Ind. This morning's ſun - 
Roſe on the day that gave dais monarch birth ; 
And ſolemn rites, ſuch as may ſuit his pride 
And their ſervility, are nom preparing. 
Corr, F orward— March, friends! — I aer 
would be preſent _ 
At this imperial feſtival—But, mark me; 
Let not an Indian raiſe his arm in anger, 
Not, for his life, till juſtice, and the word, Eo 
Shall give his weapon, weight. Proceed, brave 
friends 
Honour's the road that beſt leads on to Wal ; 
Exeunt. 1 


5 


SCENE u. 


An INDIAN 1 ” 


Hien Paresr, and he Parnere-+To them a 
Messznorx. 


| Mes. Diſpatch, ye holy prieſts—the King ap- 

proaches. 

Paiksr. We for his royal preſence only wait, 
To end our ſolemn rites, Five hundred captives 
Beheld the morning, ſun, whoſe eyes no more 
Shall open to the light—Your incenſe now 
On'this fair altar, facred to the Power 
Of Love, heap largely ; z till the clouds aſcend 
In fragrance to his godhead, 22 


8 3 "SCENE 


4 


2 MONTEZUMA: 
SCENE III. 
Enter MonTzzUM4, Opuanx, CypeR IA, ALMERIA; 
| ALamRCH, Ona, and e. | 


They place themſelves, 


H. Paizsr. All hail to Mon TEzUMaA, to our 
Kind, . ü 

Son of the Sun, and father of his people 

May he behold his ſubjects celebrate 

This happy natal day, from year 1 to Years 

Till t time ſhall be no more - 

| Hail! | 

| Other Pa1esrs. Hail! | 
1 I Fail! | 
H. Paixsr. Sound inſtruments q and let the 

vocal choir 
Perform the hymn to Beauty. 


1 


$ 


Tell us, ye gods, what power is this, 
That rules with ſuch reſiſtleſs ſway; ki 
To whom the mightieſt bow ſubmiſs, 


| Whom crouds . whom Kan V 
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It is the power of 7 8 8 chan, 8 
Thar can all other powers ſubdue, 

The ſavage tame, the fierce diſarm, A , 
And teach ſubjected pride to ſue. 


: , 
3 b lr 
' 


„„ 
Great monarch! if you haply find 
The force of her enchantment here, 
Her temples with your garland bind, 
And crown her empreſs of the year. a f 


- _ 


{MoxTezUMa riſes, goes © Said bews, nd 
offers the Garland, which ſhe rejeRs. | 


Monr. Since .my Orazia s death, I have not 
ſeen 
A beauty ſo deſerving of a crown, 
As fair ALMERIA. 
Alu. Me, my lord, to me —- 
The daughter of thoſe dear and royal parents, 
Who fell the victims of your dire ambition; 
Whoſe crown you have n, whoſe wretched 
my ſuzhjects 
Still bend beneath the weight of your oppreſſion! 
What may your mightineſs nnn. in lieu 
Of ſuch beneficence? _.. ny 
Mor. Your pardon, firſt; 
And next, * pity. 


8467 | ALM, 
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ALM. Such as you conferr'd 
On great Taxalla, my.unhappy father, 
Receive the like from me. 


Mowr. Think, fair ArurkfaA, 


I I deprived thy father of a crown, 


J lay a brighter at his daughter's feet; 
And yeild myſelf and my dominions up, 


The conqueſt of her charms. 


Ar, Yes, MonTEzzUMA, 
It is a conqueſt I do glory in, 
That I, with tyranny and pride, like thine, 
May exerciſe my power. | 
Mor. The gods, themſelves, | 
Require but our ſubmiſſion for our faults, 


And then delight to pardon. Heaven is thus 
Beſt worſhip'd and appeaſet. [Kneels, 


Oxzer. Behold, ArMERIA, 3 [Kneels, 


' Your brother alſo bends, and joins the ſoit 


Of ſupplicating majeſty | 
ALip. Your ſiſter, , {Kneels, 


"Low at your feet, with like proſtration, bows, 


And ſues for favour to our royal maſter. 


Ona bEL. Think, with what joy any late diſ. 
aſtrous parents, | 


; Will loek from Heaven to ſee their crown reſtored, | 


And placed, with Yonble luſtre, on 88 * 
Of their AlM Ea ia. Fe * 


ALM. Well -I do accept is 
Tour garland; not as any inſtance, alone; - ö 


: Of grace o or favour i in return; * 


4 1 Ay 


: * * LES age 5 - & : k . a = 
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As the ſubmiſſive mark of homage, due 
| To-the ſupremacy and rights; of: Beauty, til ar 
Aeon. fern ee mis 


: {a 891 8595 45 rt . 
El tet 

hs 33. 2A 

rod enters, 5 a 


— , , 1 
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Ob. My brother Gre lu wp are 

haſty; | 1 Neil 1 
And his amazed countenznce  foretells 2 
Uncommon tidings. | 


* 1118 205 8 


MonT. What, my GuyoMaR, 
So ſoon return'd ?—l ſent thee to the frond, 


Guy. I went, dread fir, by your command, to 
view 

The utmoſt limits of our land; that ſhore, 
Beyond whoſe beaten verge no world is found, | 
Save a wild waſte of waters and of air, ; 
Illimitable. There! ſtoad, awhile, 
And pender'd on the vaſt expanſe, ſtretch'd our, 
Perhaps, to infinite: when, as I look'd, 
As far as my gapacious ken could take 
The wide horizon in, even to the line 
Where the low bending: vault of Heaven appear'd 
To reſt on ocean—ſomewhat thence aroſe 
Like clouds, at firſt unſhapely ; large, and larger, 
As near, and nearer they approach'd, they grew | 
In bulk and figures, of amazing form, | 
{208 terrible diſtinftion! | 


Mor. 
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Mowr. Say, my bon, Sieden 
To what known figures may 7905 belt e pe 
Their wonderful appearance? 

Gvy. Firſt, they ſeem'd 
A moving foreſt ; but, inſtead of leaves 
And ſpreading branches, they aſſumed ſuch wings, 


As left it doubtful if they ſwam in air, 


Or ſkim'd the ſurface of the ſeas—Anon, 


As near and nearer they approach'd, they grew 
Of wondrous bulk beneath; and now they ſeem'd 


A floating city, with aſpiring tops 
Of ſheeted towers, and pinnacles that gave 


Their ſtreamers to the wind. 
Monr. Ye mighty gods! 


What may theſe monſters bode ?—Did they ap- 


"pear 
As things nate). ; 
 Gvy. If voice and motion 
Give evidence of life, they lived too ſurely. 


Jo right and left I ſaw them turn, with eaſe, 


Their. vaſt enormity: I heard their word; | 

They breathed deſtruQive fires, and ſpoke in 
thunders. 3 

They are, ſurely, of the race of thoſe Morey 


Who whirl the rapid tempeſt from on high, 
And launch the dreaded lightnings. Mortal 


courage 
No longer could ſuſtain the horrid 1 
Ido confeſs, I fled—for the firſt time, 


My feet avowed my fears. | 
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H, Palxsr. A prophecy of ancient date 1 7855 
T he failure of our ſtate, when bearded Wy 
Shall land in floating palaces.. 
Mod r. Go ſtraight - f 
Solicit, and enquire. of all our = 4 
What theſe portents foreſhew, that we may: learn þ 
To ſtand the fate that cannot be-avoided.— -/. 


[Exeunt Prieſts, 
In the mean Falun, let our rites. proceed, |} 


Opmas, our kingdom's heir, our eldeſt born, 0 
Let thine electing wreath, in public here, 
Avow the ſecret miſtreſs of thine heart. 
Within this ſtarry round of dazzling beauties, Ti 
All daughters of the Sun, all fair and bright. 75 
As the refulgent fire from whom they ſprung, ” 
Thou canſt not chuſe amiſs, | 5 
Opn. Alas, my father, 
I have no choice to make—long ſince determin 4 
By fond and irreſiſtible attractions, 
My movements center here. — 
[Places his Wreath on the Head of Auigsen. 
MoxT. Well placed, my ſon 1 FEI 
ext to the beauties of divine ALmtR IA, 
The world could yield no choice like * ALIBECH, | 
The ſiſter of Perfection. | 
Ars. Pray you, pardon. nan 214 
My humble ſtate permits me not to och 
The grace you mean me accept your bene 
But muſt reſerve my heart. | POS 
MonT. Now, GuyomaR, 
Our kingdom's ſecond hope !—to what far bre 
Pors ty deyogion hend? 


by 
—_ 


Gur, 
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Gyr. I have no garland, - 


No fading fweets, incu pledge 14661 
Of paſſion to confer. My wreath is form'd 


By links of plighted love, and truth that dener 


A never dying fragrance !—Pardon, brother! 
1 ſpeak my approbation of your —_ | 


By A ind here.— 


| [Bends on one knee to Auen 
ious: Hows 'Goyonar 1— - | 


Does thy preſumption overleap the bounds, ey 


That guard my rights of elderftup ? —_ 
Gov. No, ObuAR Mrs | 


The kingdom, by priority of birth, 


Is thine, unenvied: elderſhip, my bracket, 
Though a- good plea in empite, never er 
Was held a plea in love. | 
Moyr. Tis true, my 8 20 08 
Se you, unhappily, have fix d your hearts 
On the ſame object, let her chaice decide 


Tour. rights of rivalſnip. ? 


ALB, My heart, my 1 
Is that of a cold virgin; Henk, 5 woo! Yd, 


Nox lightly won. Who ſerves his country beſt; 


Who cer in council, or the field of danger, 
Shall veſt his name with a peculiar luſtre ; 
To him I yield my-perſon and my heart— - 


Not as a gilt, hut the mand of virtue. 
MonrT. Greatly determin'd. {Honourable maiden, 


Happy. as glorious, be thy fair eleftion |— - | 
OzB2LLAN has thy nend een gaſes: 


To wither in thine hand 4 


z; % hood Www 


F * 


| Onner, Not ſo, my OR 
Might I aſſume the boldneſs to approach, 


Where the aſpiring ardour of my love 
Would breath its incenſe ! f 21 


MonT. Love, OgBRELLAN, 16 

An arbitrary lord; nor will fabric” 

His rule to our direction. Tis made 

However high and dignified the object, 

To ſue with reverence, and to hope with honour, a 
ORBEL. Suppoſe the dame my ſovereign?— 
Mom T. How 1— * 

O, I do ſee the gods, in ſpight of victory, 


In ſpight of death, are bent to vindicate 


The empire of Traxalla; while his progeny, / 
With galling retribution, caſt their chains bom 
O'er me and mine! 

Alu. Proud monarch ret rellect, =, 
Who ſcorns the ſuit or perſon of my brother, 935 


Makes light of the diſpleaſure of ALMERIA! 


Moxr. I ftrive in vain—the lion's ſtruggling 
heart 


Is wound about with toils cba take 


Thy lover's wreath; and, if thou doſt eſteem 

Thy father's welfare, treat him not unkindly. 
CyoR. Obedient to your pleaſure, royal fir, 

Though much repugnant to-my own, I take 

A pledge of love I never can return— 


Natute and deep diſguſt would therein prove, nr 
Too ſtrong for your commands. 


% 
- 
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 Oyyicnn « enters haſty: 


Orric. Break up your rites . | 
A hoſt of foes, who lurk'd within the wood, 
Burſt from their.ambuſh, and encloſe the as 


MonT. Make to the city, by the poſtern gate. 


Freedom, and conqueſt, or a DEE ns 5 
Beſt. fits a ſoldier and a ng >. 5 812 1 


Alarm 23 They all re-enter as —_— back by the 


enemy. 


ſtand, 
And let us make this paſſage good—If not 
For victory, why, let us fight for vengeance! 
So ſhall our valour raiſe one trophy more, $4 it 
Even in the gate of death ! 85 ak fy 


eiche without, 


Corr, Slaves, villains, cowards Sys reſtrain 
ou ge 


/ 


enn . 


Enter 8 Vas EZ, Pizanko, Spaniards 


e Traxallans. | 
Corr. Did I not charge ye not to . of 


pain 


Of capital diſpleaſure ? 


TRAXAL: 


Mons r. Confuſion !—on all ſides beſet Ake, 


MONTEZUMA as. 


Taxa: Dread commander! Fo 
You know not whom you would protect Theſe are 
our firſt, your greateſt foes; the very life 
Of Mexico, the vital heart and head 
Of twenty millions - mighty Mom rRZZuMHA, 
Caught in our toils, with all his royal race! 
Permit us but to ſtrike, and the wide world, 
Like fruit ofer- ripen'd, falls into your hand, 

Without the pain of plucking. _ | 
Cor. Stay, I charge ye !—_ | Ws 
They ſhall not die—my clemency defends them, 

_ Vasquez, draw up our Spaniards, and give fire 
On all who dare to diſobey, 


TRaxaLl. O, mercy !— _ 4 | [Traxallans kneel. Ms 


Mercy, dread ſovereign—at your feet we fall 
For mercy !,— e then, your thundering | 
. gods! > 5 | 
If they but ſpeak, we die bo _ 
Corr, Upon the inſtant, 


Withdraw—and hence be TY a due ſubmiſſion. 
| [Traxallans retire. 


Mor. The fierce Traxallans lay their weapons 
down, 
And fearfully ane god preſides, 
And ſhields us from deſtruction.— 1 


Patron of Mexico, great power of battles! 
| [To CorTEZ« 


If you are he, whoſe noſtrils ehe delight - 

In carnage, and the ſcent of human blood 
Hot fuming from the hearr, ten daily victims 
Shall gaſp within your ſhrine. But, if n are, 
. tber it hould ſeem, that deity, 


Sy 


L 
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Whoſe ſweeteſt incenſe is an act of goodneſs; - 

The widow and the orphan, through our land, 
Shall tune their nnn to N „ 1 dur . 

| ſoners 8 

Spring from bad dengeons, went 


0 " 4x: 4 
Fs — 


And gambol i in your preſence! 


Corr. Generous prince, — © 
Imperial MoxTEzuMa I am a man, 128 
To you, and many others, much inferior; 
Unleſs exalted by a ſoldier's worth, 

That to the ſword of honour ties humanity. 
To you I come, ambaſſador of peace 


And friendſhip, from the world's moſt potent kin * 


The mighty Charles of Spain. 57 „0 


1 


Mou r. We know him not.— 
Yet; if we know ourſelf, we alſo kn 


The world contains not one ſo great =not him, 


Our brother of Peru, the ſecond throne 


That riſes o'er the earth The reſt are, all, 
Of order ſubaltern, or petty lords, | 


And tributary vaſſals ; as the Heavens 
Contain but'two great lights, with leſſer ſtars 


That form their regal train. 

Cox r. Miſtaken monarch ! _ wh: 4 
The world contains a multitude of empires; 
Within whoſe ſpacious tracts, thy Mexico 
Would ſhew but as a province. Full four moons . 


Have watch'd our a anun A we 


launch'd 


And tefe the neareſt Ea all Aber 


Is ocean; Oer r whole * we have plyd 
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Both fail and oar, with unremirted ſpeed, 
Through light and darkneſs. - _ 
MonT. Wondrous are the things 
Thou telleſt, as if Heaven had lately bd 
A new invented world I—In all events, 
If he, whoſe potent delegate thou art, 
Be great, and good, and gracious, as thyſelf, - 
There's nothing ow to fear, Say, firſt of mortals, 
What would thy monarch with a king and ſtranger? 
Cort. Vasguez, do thou unfold our high com- 


| miſſion. $69 3 [Addreſſes the Ladies, 
Vasd. Charles, by the gift of eee 
Heaven, 


Chief monarch of the world, and king of kings, 
Firſt wills that you reſign your crown and ſcepter, 
To be return'd, and held, from him and his, 
By you and yours, in regal depuration, | 
Even to the end of time. 
Mowr. *Tis in my hand— 
What if I hold it? © — + | i 
Vaso. War and violence 
Shall wreſt it from you. 
MonT. By what right? 


Vasq., The grant | 
Of our great Pontiff; who, in Heaven — earth, 


Gives kingdoms, and reſumes them. 


Mowr. If he grants 
In Heaven, as now on earth, what is not his, 


We pity his expectants— Would your king 
Aught further? 
| Vasq; Yes—your golden ore. 


t „ eee 
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Monr., Ta his. | 
Though we refuſe our kingdom to his pride, 
We yet beſtow upon his poverty 5 
The treaſures we deſpiſe !Is there aught eie, 
In which our new- found maſter would command 
| us ? 
vas. He, laſtly, wills you to forſake your 
240, - 
' Your worſhip of the worktof nadie; 
And ſpirits reprobate; and to adore, 95 
With him, One Power Supreme. wn 
MonrT. If he can ſhew-us 5 
A god of juſt pre eminence, whoſe power 0 
Wiſdom directs, and goodneſs miniſters, 
Our choice ſhall follow reaſon our own reaſon, 
Not that of others. 5 
VASd. Pardon, royal frt.. ; «boa | 
Herein you muſt be gore d. We bare brought 3 


{ 
1 
! 
I 
i 
7 


* 
8 deeply learo'd; all holy __ ; | 
Commiſſion'd, by infallibility, A . f 


To root out error, and to plant the truth , 

Of our unerring doctrine. 05 f 
MonT. Men, you lay; A ; 

And yet infallible ? O, I do fee a) 

The threefold motives of your journey/now- | 0 

| | Lou, firſt, would plunder us of our poſſeſſions; | 

1 | You, next, would bend our bodies to your 


1 . burdens; 

| And, laſtly, ſtretch the ſcope of your Amid, N 
. Over our free - born minds It i is too much! 
= Lou cannot * us * of your friendſhip, „ Y 


Should 


N ON TE Z UMA. ag 


Should we accept it upon terms 0 a N 
So utterly degrading ! 
Corr. What's the conteſt ?— 


| Vaseuvez, I feir thou did'ſt exaggerate. 
What ſays the imperial power of Mexico? 
What ſays our royal friend ? 


Mor. Firſt, as a man, 
By your protecting virtue ſnatch'd ſo late 
From imminent; deſtruction, much is due, 
And more would J return.—But, as a king, 
Bound to defend an independent crown, 


And a free people, I reject all terms 
That ſavour of ſubmiſſion ! 


Cox r. Know, great ſir, 
A new and powerful motive binds me, now, 


To court your friendſhip; and, howe'er compell'd, 


By the ſtern duties of my high commiſſion, 


To ſtand in arms againſt your Mexicans, 


I cannot be the foe of MonTEzuma, | 

MoxT. Hear me, ye guardian gods of Mexico! 
If that, in Heaven or earth, a power is found 
To your's and mine ſuperior—If ſome fate, 
Unknown, ſhall yet intrude upon our world, 
And caſt us from dominion—may that fate, 
With my friend's hand my raviſh'd ſceptre grace, 


And rule theſe realms in juſtice ! 


_ [Excuntall ſeverally, except Corres and ros As 
who ſeems going, yet lingers behind, 
 Cyp. My duty bids me go and yet ſome * 
More ſtrong than duty, holds me | 
Cox r. Faireſt creature! 


Will a vouchſafe your preſence, for a nid; 
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That my ford eyes may gaze upon your beauties, 
Like to bewilder'd travellers on ſnow, 
Till they grow blinded with exceſs of brightneſs. 
Cyp. Fair ſtranger e I would ay here, [ 
know not. 
. Yet, ſomewhat keeps me—ſome unknown emotion 
Stirs all my ſoul, and makes me figh, and ligh, 
Altho' I feel no ſorrow !—Tell me, fir, 
What holds you, alſo, from your late affociates ? 
Cox r. You do, bright excellence I am er 
captive; | 
And you have bound me with a chain more ſtrong 
Than links of triple ſteel. All other ſlaves 
May chance to break their fetters—I, alone, 
Can ne'er be free; for I am in love with bondage. 
 _ Cyy, I would—l would, indeed, you: were my 
priſoner! 4 
For I would bind you with a gentle thread 35 
Nor ever put you into harder ſervice, 
Than thus to look, and talk, and walk before me— 
And yet I fear me, it is you have cauſed 
This new diſturbance in my peaceful boſom, 
That thrills my blood, and heaves within my * 
And pains me, ſadly, when I think of parting !_ 
Corr. O, native honour, heavenly purity ! 
That needs no veil, but ſhames the courtly maſk 
Of practiſed 1 and Rudied affectation * 


'T o chem a: 


Os. Princeſs, your royal father ſends for you, | 
And v wonders much at your delay. 1 
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Cyr. Alas, 
So great a wonder for ſo ſhort an abſence! 
Ox B. It is his ſtrict commandment, chat you 
come 
| Upon the inſtant— 
Cyp. Has he alſo ſent 
To bring the ſtranger ? 
Ors. No—his high placed love 
Rather demands correction. 
Cox r. O, thou haſt, 
Within the ſacred Preſence of thy princeſs, 
A charter, wide as air, for infolence! 
Make uſe of her protection but beware, 
When next we meet. 
_ Cyo. Ah, I do feel, in parting, 
That I muſt leave my former joys behind; 
And carry nothing, in exchange, from hence, 
Save new found wretchednels, | 
Cox r. Where e' er you go, 
My ſighs, my ſoul, and every faculty, | EE... 
Attend upon your ſteps, - Lana 19 


.. | 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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10 the Hion aner dle aun e enters. 


Monr:/] TAIL, hol ond = is not de 
fate 33 
Of doubtful war, the froward turns of fortune; 

The fall of kingdoms,” or the change of ſtates, 

T would alone explore—I-feek-toiknow, 
What haply ſcarce the gods can tell, the ſprings, 
The ſecret turns and movements of the ſoul, 

A woman s ſoul ! O, give me to unfold 
The myſtic volume of Alu ERIA's mind, 
And let me read my fate 


H. Pz1zsr. My powerful charms not demons 
ſhall withſtand, 


And gods ſhall anſwer to my king's command. 


T3 A N 
| INCA Ns» 


MONTEZUMA: 


INCANTATION. 


"7 


Moon, pale regent of the night, 
Goddeſs, of each magic rite— 
In this dread and dreary hour, 
Aid us with thy light and power! 


II. 


O, ye ſtars, ye ſeeds of light, 
Radiant gems of gloomy night, 
In whoſe ever - varying round 
Preſent, paſt, and future's found; 
Who, in characters, comprize 
Falls of kingdoms, ere they riſe, _ 
To our favour'd ſight reveal, 


279 


Whate er, from vulgar eyes, with caution e 


conceal ! 


III. 


Ve ſpirits infernal, dark partners of woe 
Le dæmons who wield ebon ſceptres below ! 
Ye goblins and fairies, or duſky or fair, 


Who mine in the earth, or-who dance in the air} 


T4 


rv. My 
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IV. 


My wand demands ye, tis: hell, earth, 


and ſkies - 
An, js ariſe! 5 


„ 


A Transsratlk Symrr aſcends, 
SpiR. Prince,,mourn your ſearch—your by are 
all controuPd - | 
Silent, and bow'd before ſuperior ove! 
I dare no more. + ſDeſcends. 
H. PRIEST. Hence, dark and daſtard ſpright!— 
Calib, my ever ſmiling friend! 1:36 
Circled with radiant light, deſcend; 
Our boſoms with thy wonted tidings ads 3 
Speak comfort to our war and mulic = 
| our ear! . a 10 ell \ 
10 —— Aer and ſings, - 
I. FW 7 


Carts, Mighty emperor, attend 
Heavy, heavy things impend ! 1 2 
M any a conflict, many a fight, 531 
Deſolation, fear, and flight, po 
All ruſh upon my fight ! 


fa 
- 
+ 
* or 
F. 14 a * * 0 
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= A | 
Tet, thro' the horrors: of this threatening ſky, 
One radiant beam I ſpy. | 
It comes, the ſingly ſmiling hour, 
Fiat puts our Indian Work * into thy 
Loon Js | 


7 gn 10 


They ſtand, they ſtand, 
Within” thine hand, 
This horrid, hoſtile, ruthleſs band— 
Strike, rike, and fave the land! [Aſcends, 


Mor, Thanks, nig monitor !—If I reject | 
Thy counſel, let me periſh! _ 
Empire is now aſſured : but what of love, 
What of ALMERIA? 
H. Pxrxsr. Ye ſpirits, o'er ſubtleſt effluvia re- 
1 
Who feed upon thought, and reſide within mind; 
Who mark, with a pleaſed unevadable eye, 
The ſwiftneſs of feminine whims, as they fly— 
Be your ALMERI1A'S purpoſe ſhewn, 
Altho? to reaſon, rule, and right, and to herſelf 
unknown! 


The InDIan Queen riſes with a Dagger in her 
Breaſt, | 


H. PRIEST, Ha ve call'd not for thee— 
Hence, bloody ſpectre, viſionary victim, 
. 5 Avaunt! 
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Avaunt ! — She will not; and a ſudden winter 
Freezes my blood 
Mor. The gods, amidſt the living: and the 
1 
Could not an farm, ile he. 
To ſhake my ſoul! 5 
InD. Queen. Ungrateful prince, your empty 
hopes reſign; 
ArurRIA's charms will ſoon be cold as mine. 
Your courſe of empire, fame, and life, i is run; 
Aud all ſhall ſet, before a ſecond ſun— 
I wait you on the ghaſtly brink of death, 
To catch your ſpirit, and to drink your breath. 
For your dear love, I did my life forego; | 
And thence I claim you in the realms, below. 
The morning dawns—l'ſicken at the view : 


A ſudden. meeting fits a ſhort adieu! 
[Deſcends 


., Mont, Give me a. narrower r date ye adverſe 


powers, 
Finiſh your purpoſes ! Why this dread knowledge 
Of what we cannot, {ſhun 2—worle, than the 
. 0 

That death can threaten, are the bring pangs | 


. Of curs'd anticipation 1 
IExeunt. 


SCENE 
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CAE NE) 


A (Grove between MEx1Co and: the 


SPANISH Army, 


. /Cynzr1a and AtiBecn, 


Cypes. Think you hell come? 

Ain. Come, child? how young you are! 
How deep you under- rate your own perfections * 
You know not what a ſtrength of Pinion wings 
The lover to his love. Tour meſſage is 


As ſure as fate had ſummon'd him—as happy 


As he were call'd to Heaven! 
Cypes, I would to Heaven 


It may be ſo—His ſtay is wondrous long. 


Al IB. Thou haſty innocent! although he rode 


The corner'd winds, they could not r him 


ſooner. 


But, mark - upon that rubied lip, CyDentay 


The fate. of Mexico depends ! Do thou, 


Perſuaſive orator, with firmneſs. plead 


Thy country's cauſe ; and love ſhall ſoon ſubſcribe 
The terms that beauty dictates. —Soft, he comes, 
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SCENE III. 


To them Cortez and ann attended. 


3 CyDERIA here, dread powers! upon 1 
brink 
Of danger and of death ?—Haſte, precious maid, 
Back to thy father's palace Soon this ſpot 
Shall all be cover'd, or be cloſed about 
With claſhing armies, and with gaſping ſquadrons, 
The dying and the dead !—Haſte, royal maid! 
When kites and ravening hawks are on the 0 
The white dove takes to cover! 
wy  [Vasquzz addreſſes Wee in dumb ſhew. 

Cvo rk. Cox r EZ, I think, they call cc 

CorT. True, my miltreſs.. : - | | 

Crops, 1 love thee, man—T ſhame not wo con- 
feſs it; 


*4 414 $ 


For I 40 think that thou ack 8 — 1. 


Cox r. Celeſtial purity ! where no ſpot is, 
No veil is wanting, —Goddeſs of my vows, 


Thus let me offer up. 2 grateful heart, 
73 Kiſſes her hand. 


Even on this holy altar !—Come, my love, 


1 will myſelf convey thee to ſome pace 
Of more aſſured protection. 


Cvyp Ez. Tell me, Spaniard, 
Is it, indeed, for me that thou art alarm'd ?— 
Is it my danger that thou feareſt ? 
Cox r. Heavens |— — 


4 thit a queſtion ? Take this. Ggner, ſoldier, 


= 
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Haſte, bear my order through the ranks, that not 
A Spaniard, or Traxallan, move to action, 
Till this dear truſt ſhall be diſpoſed in ſafety! 
Cypxx. CorTez, think not [ bear theſe feather- 
| ed ſhafts, 
And ebon bow, for ornament.—-'Tis true, 
That when ambition, when the fire of blood, 
And martial ardour lead the ſoldier forth 
Upon ſome deſperate enterprize; war, then, 
Is man's peculiar province.—Learn, however, 
That when we are aſſail'd, when hoſtile force 
Knocks at our gates, and overlooks our ramparts z 
Weakneſs gets ſtrength, and cowards catch at 
valour— 
Women and infants cluſter to defend 
Our houſehold fires, and guard our common 
country! | 
_ Cont. Immortal powers! would my Crx 
ſoil 
Thoſe virgin ſhafts with human blood? 
C vox. Yes, Spaniard |! 
In ſuch a cauſe, even with thy blood—then, 
think not, 
I fear to ſhed my own!—By yonder Sun, 
My radiant fire, I ſwear, if thou, this day, 
Shalt dare to offer battle, I will front thee; 
Nor ceaſe to point my quiver at thy breaft, 
Till ſome bleſt dart find entrance! 
Cogr. You diſtract me! | 
Are there no means, by which ] may preſerve 


— Your precious life from danger, and my elf 
From terrors worſe than death? 


CyDzR, 
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Crop. Yes, generous ConTez ! 
Bid thy bold troops draw off—then, as a friend, 
Enter the gates of Mexico; and, next, 


Enter the heart and arms of thy CyDER1a!l 
Cox r. Conſummate virgin, moſt divine Cy. 


DERIA! _ 
Daughter of truth and order, brighter far 
Than yonder Sun, whom you have deign'd to. ſtile 


The father of your race! would you, indeed, 


Would you diſgrace the leader whom you wn 
To honour with your favour ? 
Crpzr. No, my ſoldier! 


Thou ſhalt be wotſhip'd as a guardian god, 


Throughout our Indian'world. 
Cogr. Ah no, Cyperia— 


Did I ſtop here, I ſhould alike be ſpurn'd, 


On either part, by Mexicans and Spaniards, | ö 


For ſhrinking from the bright and kindling courſe. 


Of never dying glory! 

Crpes. Glory? Spaniard— 
What is this glory, which you would prefer 
To the ſalvation of a grateful world,. 
And your CVD ERIAꝰs love? 

Cox r. Glory, my princeſs, 


Is that which kindles ſouls to great chien lata, | 


It is the price of danger, toil, and bloodſhed ; 
It warms the winter's. camp, and turns the flint 
To a down pillow for a ſoldier's head. 


It is a bring in the breaſt of others . 


*T'is the high prize, for which we die with pleaſure 3 
Since glory gives us to ſurvive our fate, 


And riſe to immortality L 


Crop. 
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ni Is glory then and immortality 
The price of evil actions the reward 
Of rapes and maſſacres, of blood and burnings?— 
O glorious famine, glorious peſtilence! 

You, like the Spaniard, can make graſs to grow 

In cities, and give waſted kingdoms up 

To birds and beaſts of prey! / 

CoxT. O, you have conquer'd—blaſted 1 the 

| laurels, 

That ever ſhall be planted on the woes 

And waſte of humankind! — * think; my 

miſtreſs; 

] act but bremer een diese | 

And, though: the deed ſhould: Cy a crime in 
him, | 

In me tis duty. 

Croxx. Duty, to do wrong. 18 1 
Who has a right to give it ?—No, my Core, 
Then, when you dropt like a deſcending; god; 
And ſaved the royal houſe of MonTzezun a, 

Then you were truely glorious. —O, be ſtill 

Our guardian deity !—My grateful father 

Has regions of unknown extent; fair realms, 
Where you, my ſoldier, with your bleſt Cypzr1a, 
May reign in your own right. 

Corr. Reſiſtleſs tempter! 

The cauſe is yours—Retire, but for this day; 
Retire, my love ! To- morrow, I do ſwear it, 
And all the morrows of my future life, 
Shall riſe at your diſpoſal. 

CYDER, Spaniard, no, 


7 | Ws... 
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This day! ſwear it too—ſhall are uy tie 
Or free my country ! 

Cox r. V asqQuez, go; our wars 
Are ended ! bid our men draw off. 


Piz AR RO enters. 


Pizak. Haſte, — (x: 


| Our troops call out, impecient for their bowler, 
And claim the inſpiring preſence of their Con rx. 5 
Already is the fight begun.— Ok BELLAx, | 


Follow'd by hoſts of ſhouting Mexicans, 


Falls like a tempeſt on our ranks, and all 


Is blood and uproar. 15 
Cox r. Now, divine Cyper1a, - 

Would you now wiſh me to Hand idle? 
CypER. No. 

Thus charged, and by a rival, I an 

This day to honour— but, remember, Spaniard, 

Your future life belongs to love. 
CoxrT. To love, 

And to Cypz RIA, beall my days devoted, 

Till time can count no more 


¶Exeunt CorTez and Vasguzr, ke. one way, 


e was ur 
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SCENE V. 
T 0 ALiBzcH enter OnMar and ern 


Op. Now faireſt daughter of the day, bright 
 ALIBECH, 
Now, ere I ruſh into the thickeſt bande; 
Give me to know my doom i— Thoſe * can 
. ſpeak it, 
Surer than all yon armed hoſt. 
Gyr. I alſo, 25 
Trembling attend my ſentence; as * criminal, 
At ſome tribunal, waits the doubrful word 
That ſhall decide on life or death. 
ALB, Brave princes! 
One of you is much dearer to his Al ER, 
Than light to ſome benighted traveller; 
Or life to him, who ſhivers on the brink 
Of mortal diſſolution. Who he is, 
The dear one, that fits ſcepter'd at my heart, 
And lords it o'er my wiſhes—neither looks 
Nor words, that I am miſtreſs of, ſhall utter ! 
For ance it ſhall be ſaid, that worth alone 
Controul'd a woman's fancy The fond love 
Of one of ye, by all due right, is mine; 
Your country, by a dearer claim, demands 
The life of both—who ſerves that country beſt, 
Becomes my 8 ye are fummon'd # 
[Trumpets 
Guy, My merit, d death or - conqueſt ſhall cet <2 
Fall on! | 


Vol. III. = W Oo. 


' Ons. Fall on! 
Guy. For liberty 


Opn. For love 
[Exeunt OpMar and GurouAx one . | 
AL1BECH * 5 


SCENE. VI. 


Alarm to the Battle. MonTzzuMa, OrBELLAN, 
and Mexicans enter, 


MonT. They fly, the apoſtate rebels the 
Traxallans; 
Bold in baſe ambuſh, but, in open fight, 
Fearful as dear that ſcud along the lawn 
Before their hunter !—Charge, charge home, my 2 
friends; ; | 
Confirm your conqueſt, Mexicans ! I aſk - 
The braveſt and the youngeſt but to follow, 
Where your old King ſhall lead ! I [Exeunt. 


S c EN E VI. 
Cortez, V ASQUEZ, Pizarro, and Spaniards enter, 


Corr. May curſes catch them! in their fight — 
| May death, 
And wounds of foul diſhonour, from behind, | 
_ Ofertake the ſervile herd, theſe vile Traxalans ! 


Is this their vaunted proweſs, this the fruit C 
Of their confederacy, their hate of Mexico, I 


And promiſed efforts for atchicying freedom? L 
N Fr ; 2 Loet ph 
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While theſe triumphant Mexicans return 


And pour our thunder on them! — | [Exeunt, 


Of n Mexicans? 
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Let them all periſn Breathe awhile, my friends, 
My firm, tho? little band of faithful followers — * 
Thank Heaven, we are yet entire! | 
Vas. See where, wide ſearter'd o 0 er yon diſtant 
hill, | 
The panting ende 7 run. 
Piz Ag. Great MonTEZzuma, 
Active as youth, and eager as the hound 
That bears and breathes upon his Prey; purſues 
And mixes with their flight. 
CorTt. Haſte, VasqQuez, ſeize | 
The fair occaſion—take our generous horſe, 
Few as they are, and, while our numerous foes 
Are in confuſion, charge them in the rear 
Purſue the fierce purſuers! _ [Exit Vasquzz, 
Piz AR Ro, let us range our little band 
Of brave Caſtilians in yon copſe; and thence, 


Aſſured of fickle victory, we'll flank 


SCENE VIII. 


"= 
ODE and GuyoMaR, from different ſides, 


 Guromar and his few followers bleeding. | 


Ui Where haſt thou been. young daſtard — 


In a day 
Of ſuch wide triumph, whale has my eye | 
In vain fought GuyoMAR, amid our hoſt 35 


5 2 Gu. 


a 
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. Guy. Forbear, my brother, 


Forbear to load a man already aten, 


With heavier imputation. We confeſs 
Our powers inferior to thefe men, or demons, 
With whom we dared the conteſt, —Theſc wounds 
ſhew 

The few that, of my generous friends, yet Hom | 
Were not quite idle. Say, where is the 0 
Where is our father, Orman? 

Opn. Fluſh'd with conqueſt, 
He drives the routed hoſt of the Traxallans 
Over the plains of Mexico. 

Gvy. Fraxallans! 
Why ſpend his bootleſs fury on „ 
Our braver women were enough to quell 
Two armies of Traxallans. 2 


Guns go off within. MonTzezuMa, OnBELLAN, 
and Mexicans enter as retreating, 


dis, All, all is loft—the gods have arm's 
2810 | our foes 


With their own thunders !. 1 — What the june 


force 


. Of man can do, we fear not but when earth 


And Heaven combine againſt us — to retire, | 
Is due ſubmiſſion ! 

 Onnxr, We but hear a wund 
And ſink in death, for ever 


, 


= 2 


ls 
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Gur. Hark, they come !— | | 


Haſte ſir, and gain the town, while I remain 


To guard your rear, and chearfully return 
That life you gave me. { All retreat, except GuyYomas., 


r 


Enter Cos 7 z, Vascy EZ, P1ZAR Ro, and Spaniards, 


Cox r. Preſs forward, fellow ſoldiers, take ad- 
N vantage 
Of their new panic! Spare, yet ſpare the blood 
Of MonTezuma's royal houſe !—Succeſs 
And glory crown our arms—Come on! _ [Exeunt, 


A: Corres is going out, GuyYoMAR advances and meets 
him. 


Guy. Hold, fie—you paſs no further —I propoſe 
To win a feather from you; or to grace 


My fall, ennobled by your hand. 


[Strikes at the helmet of Cox TRZ, his ſword breaks. 
Corr. Thou art my priſoner, Indian — Had 
thy ſword 
Been equal to thine arm, I had not lived 
To tell thee ſo—Ha !—let me look again 


Art thou not he, that deſperate Mexican, 


Who ſingly dared, this day, to preſs upon us, 
Even in the face of thunder ? 

Guy, CorTEz, as I hope 
Art thou? 

Corr, Yes, valiant youth, | WE 
by 8 Gov. 
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Gur. Bring me my chains—from any ofher 
hand 
I ſhould have bluſ'd beneath chem. 
Cox r. Whoeer thou art, my foul claims kindred 
with thee !— 
May'ſt thou ne'er put ignobler fetters on, 


Than thoſe that bind thee now !— 
[Embrace, 


Gov. My heart's great maſter !— 
Your bounty, generous leader, muſt not rob you 
Of the large ranſom which you ought to claim 
Know, that the captive of your arms is ſon 
Of MoxrEZZ UMA. 8 

Con r. What, Cyper1a's brother? or 
Gov. Cypex14's ſecond brother. 


Corr. Bleſt event! 
My dear, dear brother! - may I dare to tell you 


J am the captive of your ſiſter's beauties ? | 
Never, again, O, never may my Guvouax 


Come thus expoſed to battle — Be this helm ; 


The guardian of that precious head—this corſelet, 
Dreſſes Gurou Ax in his Armour. 


Be it henceforth a fence of triple ſteel 


Before thy valiant heart—and may this ſword, 
In that ſtrong hand, be ſtill aſſured of conqueſt |— 
Guy. More eſtimable are you gies; my con- 
queror, 


Than all things, ſave the giver!—Eaſe my heart, 


And teach me how to thank you! 


CorT. With your friendſhip! 
Let that o erpay me — Go, my GuyoMar; 


Thus glorious in the ſpoils of Spain, return, 


And 


Ts 


I-, 


Bewail your death or bondage. 


My beſt loved brother, till we meet again, 
My heart is {till your captive.— 
Conr. O, farewell! 
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And ſpare the many tears, that now, in Mexico, 


Guy. O, my friend, 


Embrace, and go out ſeverally. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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A T MW. 
SCENE 1. 


The PALACE. 


— 


Alzen and CrpzlA enter in tears, Oouax 
| following. 


Arn. A WAY, away — 

Opn. £ A Yon wrong me, by the pods !— 

What mortal force, or mortal courage could, 

1 did, and dared. — 

Could I ſtand up againſt my brother's fate, 

Or, what is more, againſt his folly ?—No, 

He caſt life from him, as it were a cup 

Of ſomewhat baneful—in a frenzy, ruſh'd 

Amid a hoſt of his ſteel-coated, foes, 5 

And periſh'd. | 
AL1p. Yes, all N peerleſs youth 

His promiſe is accompliſh'd—* Death, or con- 

66 queſt Fr 

. Ie was: his parting ſentence, —Hence, thou vile 

m7 

ls it becauſe the eyes of men, alone, - 

_ Have 
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Have ſeen thy back, that yet thou dareſt to face 

A woman? and, half breathleſs from thy Aishe, 
To wooe a daughter of the Sun? 

On. Yet, hear me. 25 196-10 
That very Sun, thine uldiſcerning fre, 

Will witneſs that I led not—As a tyger, 

Baited by hunters, I retired reluctant. 

My face ſtill toward my foes—the guardian ſhield 

Of routed Mexico, the very laſt | 

Who entered at her gates 

Arts. No more, no more. 

Thou never hadſt a portion of my heart; By 

Now, thou haſt all my hatred Enn where 

_ MC: -. 

My Guyomas, my loſt, loſt . — 4 

Has not thine envy of ſuperior worth, 

Leagued with theſe cum d invaders, to un prop. 

Thy tottering country? 

Op. No, injurious princeſs] gd | 
Yoor brother, had he look'd behind, had ſeen 
Ou aAR, the guardian of his rear.— Vet, look 

To do me right! Lou are mine by compaty 
lady— 

Nay, more, by ſure neceſſity; the world 1 

Affords you, now, no other choice! In ſpight 

Of froward affectation, you are mine; 

Nor is there power in earth, or higher Heaven, : 
To wreſt you from me, but with life! | 
Ar. Thine, Opmarn? 

* ſayſt thou, and by * Ne band 

man 

Iv was affianced to the braveſt—not. e 


To 
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To him who fled - but, to my Guyowarn, 
Who ſtood, and p and fell, to dare his 
: country. 
Opn. Proud and inſulting 4 50 ae, you 
ſhall not, 
You ſhall not hope to rob me of your beauties, 
That hoſt, for whom I fought and bled this day, 
Shall yeild you to my arms, howe'er reluctant; 
The bride or victim of my love, I reck not! 
Aris. While there are daggers, | tern lakes, 
| or flames, 
I cannot fear to *ſcape the arms of Opmar !— 
Stay, prince, and mark my final reſolution. _ 
I am the wedded of thy brother's ſpirit ;* 
And, to my GuyoMas, *fore thee and Heaven, 
I plight my faith for ever Here I kneel, 
Vowing to keep'my body from the ſtain 
Of mortal touch, ſave that of death 
Till, born in brightneſs, on my father's beams, 
I ſhall be wafted to the bleſt abodes, © 
Where love, and Guyomas,, ſhall give new life; 


And fill up immortality ! - 


Opn. Proud maid !_ | 
Then be it ſo—a' haſty death, his ay, 
Shall make thee Guyomar's; or life, to-morrow, 


Shall give thee all to Opa! © lee 
Crpek. Ah, my ſiſtee r 
Why, with the ſtings of ſcorn, would you provoke 
A mind, by. nature prone to guſts of Paſſion? 2 
Alas, he is my only brother, no ;,; 
Conſider that, my en reflect © 1 


* . 


He is the only brother that i is left 


For breath—all dark and ſtiling=Oh! Pants. 


To your CyDER1a! 

AL1B. Save me—lſee, Cant 
He comes, all hero as he died 2 comes, 
Sheath'd in celeſtial arms, to take me hence 


Nor waits the viſit, which I had reſolv'd 
To Heaven and GUYOMAR ! 1 


S C E NA II, 


GuvouAR enters. 


Gov. My love, my Amben 1 


Doſt thou then fade, thou flower of Mexico? 
T catch thee, thus, e' er thou e 
AlLIB. There 


Take me - together ſoul and N e 


For both are thine Bear me beyond the hills 

To ſome ſtrange world, where we may find, 
perhaps, 

A freer air for here are 05 thick 


Guy. CyDERIA, n ſhe . * 
dies 
And I am ſcarce alive! 
Cypzs. Do you live, indeed 8 
Aris. Where am I now?—how far upon our 
Journey ? 
Guv. You are in the arms of GuyYoMaR, my 
love, | 
Your own bleſt bower ! 
AliB. Aml all ſpirit, now? 


| Ger. 
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Guy Spirit and fleſh, as I atm, ALtzzcn; 3 


But your's the faireſt, pureſt, heavenlieſt, ſure, 


That ever caſed a mind ! 
Ax. You, allo, feel 2 had not, 
. 
Attain'd to immortality. 
Cryper. My brother! 
Shall not CyDeR1a, allo, have the j joy 
Of your return to life? Dy 
Guy. My deareſt fiſter ! '  [Embraces, 


AliB. We heard, my Guyomar, that you 
| were hewn | 
To pieces, and that every Spaniard took | 447) 
A portion of the precious ſpoil. _ 40h 
- , CyvtR, Says brother,  _- | — 


What ſword is this, that glitters at your fide? . 
This pluiney helmet, and this blazing corfeler? 
Are they the gift of ſome protecting god? _ 


Or are they, rather, ſome conſummate work- 


manſhip 


Of this new world of Spaniards 7 


Gr. Theſe were, late, Bag | 
The armour of that boaſted chief af Spain, 
The mighty Cox TEZ - Hand to hand, we ſtood 


Oppoſed in mortal duel— ' 


And, on his caſque I hew'd, while my good aka 
Could hold its temper, —Ha!—why "pe, the 


cheek 
Of my Cyverria?—Soft—1did but frign— 


I did but feign He lives, my ſweeteſt ſiſter, 
Your Con rz lives, my girl! as true in love, 


As he in war is valiant! f 0 
570 4 
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SCENE 1 


Ovpmar enters. 


Opn. What, Guyowas return'd ? 
Guy. My brother Opman! 


[Offers to embrace Op MAR, who turns away. 
Why thus cold, my brother ? 


Although in war, as love, you are my rival, 
You are yet a rival moſt beloved I know 
Tou ſcorn'd to take advantage of my abſence. 
I come, the faithful witneſs of your valour ; 
And plead no better merit to our prineeſs 
Than that I dared, from Op Max's deeds, this day, 
To take my great example 

Opn. Free, alive, 
Unhurt? Oer · ruling powers, *tis wondrous, all! 


SCENE Iv. 


MonTEZUMA, and ORBELLAN, attended by Mexi- 
can Chiefs. 


* 


| Mowr. See that our walls be doubly lined 
around | 

And let our boats bear off the ſick and main, 
Infirm old age, and helpleſs infancy, 
Safe to the ſouthern ſhore, that fronts the coaſt 
Where now our foes entrench. weng Malech, 
Sec this pecfonm'd !— 

2 [They proſtrate PR Ma riſe, and go out. 


Guy. 


e ] % ] , — fe tO WR II teens eo TY res > > te ren 
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Gvy. My father, and my King !— 
[Bends his knee, 
Mor. My Guyomar ?—by my great ſire, the 
| Sun, 


The nobleſt gift that lis could ſend My child, 


F222 | Embraces. 
Champion of Mexico, thy country's pride, 


Thy father's boaſt, his younger MonTEZuUMa ! 


The gods, the gods be praiſed |— 

Guy. O, royal fir! | 
O'erwhelm me not with honours much unmerited. 
I bluſh to ſay a ſon of MonTzzuma | 


Was, this hour, captive to the arms of Spain, 


Even of that CorxTEz, whole protecting word 
Late ſaved the royal houſe of Mexico, | 
From the inſulting arms of falſe Traxallans. 

I am the ſecond offering of his bounty ; „ 
And, from his ſide, and head, and generous breaſt, 
He pluck'd theſe arms, and put them on his . 
To make the glory of your Guyomar 

Look — than his ſhame! | 


. a NE v. 
Meas enters, and falls profrace. 


MoxT. Your buſineſs ?—Riſe. 
Meru. *Tis for the private ear 


5 Of MonTzzuma, and the prince 3 


MowrT. All elſe retire! - [he reſt withdraw. 


2287 Meru. 
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Mer. Moſt mighty ſire, 
Let not miſdeeming hate, .or pride imperial, 
Reject the ſervice which I come to vor. 
Bold be my words, but honeſt ! - 
Mor. Forward—boldly. | | 
MzeL.m. When the wide empire of the great 
Traxalla, 
Bow'd to the arms of greater MoxTzzUMa, 
Had he not ruled us with too ftraight a * 
We had not caſt for freedom. 
Mor. Your full purpoſe— | 


| Speak it. 


Meru. To quit the galling yoke of Mexico, | 


We put on that of Spain—to ſcape the flood, 


We plunged into the flame! 
OsBEL, If I miſtake not, 


My friend, and kinſman, MeLMar art thou 


not? 
Mru. Yes, my loved prince. 
Ox BET. A valiant man, my liege 


And chief of our Traxallans. 


Mor. He 1s welcome. 
Tell me, brave Me.mas ! I would gladly hear 
Somewhat of theſe new lords, our Spaniſh inmates. 
Meru. Cruſh them, ye falling Heavens 2988 
ſink beneath them ! 
Plague, famine, fire, conſume them to is en- 
trails, 
And hell hounds gnaw their bones] are, 
they are, 
In luſt, more rampant than a N fly; 
Lawleſs as winds, remorſeleſs as the rocks, 


* ä | ES And, 


— — 
. 
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And, as the gulph of Mexico, Wan 4 
Then they are ſcornful, eruel, and infulings 
As though our Indians were but piſmires, placed 
For their proud foot to tread on 

Mor. Wiſh ye not 
To change your maſters * 

Meru. Therefore I am come. 
Say, fire, what terms Traxallans are to lade for, 
When they have joined their powers to thoſe of 

Mexico, 


| And ſcourged theſe peſts. back tothe noiſorne fens, 


From whence they firſt aroſe? 


 Movwr. Be witneſs, Sun and Moon, and all ye 
tights 

That ſhed your comforts on our Indian world! 

The day that frees us from theſe Spaniſh dæmons, 


Who roll infernal thunders o'er our heads, 


Shall ſee ALMERIA on the throne of Mexico; 


And this, your native prince, your loved On- 


BELLAN, 
Upon the throne of his imperial * 
Traxalla and Acacis! 


Meru. Tis enough. 


Now mark me—Near the tent ot cheir great 


CorTez, 
My ſquadrons quarter—fince our laſt engagement, 


He did me ſomewhat of diſgrace—— Suppoſe, 


Within this hour, 1 bring him to your preſence, 


| Indignant as a tyger in the toils, 


And tearing at his chain:? 
Oanzl. Your leave, my liege, ZN 
3 5 I pray; 
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I pray, to make a party. in this enterprize, 
With a few gallant friends 
MonT. The night's far ſpent, 
And caſts a favouring cloak upon your daring. 


Glory, and all the gifts of MonTzzuma, 
Attend on your achievement ! [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 


The Cane of the SPANIARDS. 


Con EZ enters unarm'd, except his ſword. 


Corr. Heavens, what a glorious canopy is 
ſpread, 
O'er unobſerving ſilence how the moon 
And wakeful planets dance their glittering maze, 
In ceaſeleſs evolutions ! Earth is no more, 
From the creation to the laſt of things, 
The tomb of all its offspring! What a ſcope 
Is here for human thought? — 


1 


1 A MEXICAN enters. 


Mex. From GuyoMaR— | 
In haſte, and breathleſs !—Treaſon is at hand 
dare no more take warning! Exit. 

Cox r. Treaſon !—whence ? | 


All are at quiet in their nightly death 
Of ſleep and ſilence. Hark - what ruſtling's that? 


Stand!. Come no nearer. 
4 Vol. III. „ ORBEL- 
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OxgETIL Ax enters ſuddenly, his ſword drawn, 1 . 
by Mexicans.— He lays hold on Cox r EZ. — Cokrzz 
ſprings back, draws, and kills OanEZLLAx at the firſt ' Pas, 


NM. O N T E Zz UMA. 


Oa EIL. You are my priſoner. 
Silence; not a word! 5 


Cox r. Deeds were, perhaps, as well! 


Mruax and Traxallans enter behind, and ſeize and bing 


Cook rEZ. 


. Bind, bind him, ſure. 
Cort. Guards !—Vaſquez ! 


Melu. But another word—and this | 
Shall ſilence you for ever 


enn a dagger t to 1 brealt. 
O, he is ſtain, 
Our prince is ſlain [—Soft—take the war up— 
Lead off ies priſoner !. | [Exeunt. 


s E NE vi. 


ALMERIA and ALIBECH. 


ALM. Tis ſure, my ſiſter, 
Some ſecret purpoſe is in agitation, 


Dark as the night! The ſound of cluſtr 


* 


ing feet 


Is all we hear; while crouds, ſucceeding _ 
Throng toward the weſtern gate. 
Arn. Our brother too 


Is miſling. O, the gods, the gods preſerve 


— 


0 


The 


m 


d 


nt. 
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T he laſt male pillar of the ancient houſe 


Of great Traxalla ! 


Alu. Liſten ! Hear you not 
The fife and golden ringer? 

Ali. Diſmal ſound— 
Ir is the knell of death! 

| [A Bier born by Traxallans, others follow ming 
their Enſigns. : 

Alx. Ab, friends! whom bear ye, 
With ſuch a pomp of woe? 


Tx Ax. Our prince, Gant Alte 


Yet warm, and bleeding from the hand of Conrrz, - 


AL1z. Unhappy brother! 


Aru. O, the light, 
The light of our great father's royal houſe, 
Is now extinct for ever 

AL1sB, Would to Heaven, 
Would I had died for thee, my brother —1 
Had been well ſpared; or, haply, well away 
From bonds and foul diſnonour! 


ALM. Fatal Mexico! 


Ill omen'd race of hoſtile MoNY TEZZ UMA! 


Father and mother, and both brothers now, 


By you have fallen—Hear me, gods and dzmons! 


I [Eneels. 
This W blaſt him! Let him ſtand 
On the bleak heath, quite lopp'd of every branch 
That now adorns him Sudden death engulph 
His offspring ! that no future name may riſe, 


No” | To 


| 
| 
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To tell, by whom, our father's high built houſe 
Was daſh'd to ruin [Riſes and follows the bier. 


} 


S N VE. 


Enter on one ſide MonTEzuma, Opmar, Nobles 
and Guards; on the other ſide CorTez in 


Chains, with MBLMAR, Mexicans, and Trax- | 


allans. 


Mon r. Whence are thoſe ſhouts >—Haſte, ſol- 


dier, learn the tidings. 
What, the redoubted thunderer in the toils ? 
He, whoſe almighty breath, to our low world, 
Can dictate bonds or freedom, life or death, 
And change our gods and cuſtoms at his pleaſure ? 
Spaniard, thy power, like lightning from the weſt, 


Hath ſpent a ſudden blaze, and now is vaniſh'd! | 


Corr. Indian, there's not a link in theſe vile 
chains, 
But what ſhall be a mountain” a weight, to whelm 
Thee, and thy Mexico! 


MonT, Thy voice ftill ſounds | 
As that of thunder—but, we heed it not, 
*Tis emptied of its bolt. —Yet, noble Cox EZ, 
We do not yet forget we are thy debtors 
And, as the man we love, thou ſhalt command us 


Much more than as the god we fear'd. Speak, 


Code 4 5:7; 
And, if the terms, thou would epjoin, are ſuch 


As 


er. 


es 


e 
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As may not ſink us to a ſervile depth, ; 
Below the friendſhip of the man we honour ; _ 


We ratify thy will. 


Cox r. O, *tis beneath the mighty MonTEzUMA 
T o chaffer with his ſlave, 

MonrT. Yet, to that ſlave. 
We give, with honour, more than we would ENT 
To ten ſuch iron-harneſſed hoſts, as thoſe 


Which thou haſt led againſt us. 


Cort. Off with thy crown; and proſtrate at my 
feet, 
Sue thou for peace!—My anſwer, haply, den. 
May not diſpleaſe. 
Mod r. Hence, with him, to the dungeon !— 
Ere morn, we may determine of his fate 


S U N E 1 
Goronas enters in haſte. 


| Guy. The friend of 8 houſe in 


bondage? 
Shame, ſhame eternal O, my royal father! 
| [Bends his knee. 


In haſte, permit me to unbind the chains 
That hang ſo heavy on our honours ! 
MonT. Hold, | 
Raſh boy! thou know'ſt not with what inſolence 


He ſpurns our condeſcenſions. 
Guy. O, my father! 
He is noble; and great minds are known to riſe, 


X 3 Propor- 


310 MONTE Z UN A. 


Proportion'd to the weight that preſſes them. 

Think, how he reſcued you, your ſons, and 
daughters, 

From death, or inſtant bondage and pollgeigh— | 

And me, a ſecond time, his recent captive,” 

The recent object of his grace and bounty! 

Periſh all conqueſt that diſhonour Sains, . 

That infamy muſt follow! 17 8 


Mor. Well, ſet him going let bim do his 
| fpight! 
We weigh our own reproach above 4 power, 
And that of his licentious band. 


rer x. 


As GuyoMaR unbinds SORTED, Anat. enters. 


ALM. Stay—what are ye about ?—He is my 
priſoner. FE 
Bind him, yet faſter !—Know you, „ 
This wretch is warm in my dear brother's blood, 
The laſt ill-fated fon of great Traxalla ? 


Mowr. I know, fair princeſs, he was late the 
guardian, 5 
Even of OR BELLA, and his beauteous Kaders, 
When ſudden ambuſh had foredoom d us all 
To ſure perdition, | 
Aru. O, it is not that 


Which makes his merit in the baleful eye 
Of MonTezuma. 


n is the butcher of aun 's brother, =; 


of 
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Of the laft rival of the line of Mexico— 

And thence derives his freedom. 

Guy. No, ALMERIA! 

He is enfranchiſed by the voice of benefits, 

That ſpeak as loud as thunder—benefits 

Conferr'd on us, on you! He ſtands protected 

By every Indian virtue, that takes ſanction 

From faith or gratitude !—Your brother found 
The fate he look'd for. | 

ALM. Hence, audacious boy 
Or fear for thine own ſafety—Thus I offer him 
To juſtice, to revenge! [Draws a dagger. 
MonTr. Hold yet, ArMmenial— . 

Why wouldit thou fink me underneath a heap 

Of foul ingratitude ?—-Obſerve me, CorTtz ! 
The world ſhan't ſway me to ordain thy death ; 
And love fotbids me to appoint thy freedom, 
ODMaR, take thou the charge, and hold him ſafe, 
Alike from friend and foe, from Gu vo]ↄ —-— 
And from ALMuERTA- Gods, conduct our ways! 
And honour light us through this puzzling maze! 

en abe [Exeunt, 


' END OF THE THIRD Ar. 


TK ACT 
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4 N iu. 


nr. 


f 


ALMERIA and MLMA enter. 


ALM. ES, MeLMar, I deteſt them both 


alike, 
Spaniards and Mexicans—T would to Heaven, 


That neither ſide may ſheath the ruthleſs ſword ; 


That fire and famine may, with mutual death, 
Conſume them both, till Mexico and — 
Lie in one grave together - 
MeLm. There ſpoke the pode and 1 impetuous 
ſpirit 
Of your great ſire, Traxalla wh, my miſtreſs, 


That were a golden day !—to ſee you throned 


On the high ſeat of your imperial anceſtors, 


And the exulting remnant of your ſubje&s 


Bow'd down before you, pouring forth their thanks 
To you and Heaven, for freedom! 

ALM. This ſame CorTEZz— 
But that he has embrued his murderous hands 
In my dear brother's blood I would, in ſpight 
To MoxTzzuma, and his hated progeny, 
Give their great foe enlargement. 


_ 


=” am Au * Rm * 
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Merm. O, beware, 
Beware of that, my princeſs !—CorTzz is 
Much more the friend of MonTzzuma's houſe, 
Than of Traxalla's—He traduces us 
As cowards, fugitives, traitors alike 
To Spain and Mexico. 
Au. A poniard thank him! 
He lives not to behold another ſun, 
If wiles, or threats, or golden promiſes, 
Can paſs me through his guards! Mean ſpace, 
good MELMAR, 
Thou, and thy true Traxallans, at a diſtance, 
Watch well the avenues leading from the tower, 
| Left his young friend, induſtrious GuyomaR, 
Should compaſs his eſcape.  {Exeunt ſeverally. 


er 


A PRISO x. 


Coxrzz in Chains. Guyomar enters with 2 
| ſheathed ſword in his hand, 


GARD. You pals not here, my lord. 
Guy. Give me way, friend; 
Behold your emperor's ſignet— Where s your 
priſoner ? 
My friend, my brother 


[Runs and embraces Coxr RZ. 


Theſe hands were made for ſcepters, not for bonds 
Quick, let me looſe them! 


Corr, 


* fallen Traxalla; and the fierce ALMERIA 
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Cogr. Stay thee, GuyoMas ! 
Thou art a ſubject, and a. ſop, young man; 
Thou muſt not, in a fit of private friendſhip, 
Cancel the duty of thoſe dearer Hen,” - 
That ought to bind thee to thy 2 4 and country. 
I prize not freedom. at ſo high a coſt, 
As the diſhonour of | my friend! 

Guy. O great, | 
And glorious ever! Tes, I know it, Cosrrz, 
Well do! know, that, if the gods have doom'd 


The final ruin of our ancient empire, 
- *Tis that right hand, alone, that has the power 


To ſhake it f Im its baſe, —But, O, the empire, 

Even of the world, were joyleſs, if obtain'd | 

By mean ingratitude—the chains of him, 

Who granted life and freedom to his binders ! 
CokT, No _ more—theſe. manacles and 1 are 

n 

Till we can part on terms not quite inglorious. 

Gov. Think not that I am come without com- 
miſſion: | 


T bear the royal mandate, even the ſeal 


Of grateful MoxnTtzumMa, who conſents 


| To the enlargement of the only foe, 


Whom he has cauſe to fear. 
Cort. T hen, let him come, 1 
And with his proper hand ftrike off my Kok” 
Guy. My brother, ſtand not, thus, upon 
punctilio. | 
Your precious life's in peril! You have flain _ 
The laſt male hope of the imperial houſe. 


Thirſts | 
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Thirſts for your blood, as gaping fields for rain 
In ſummer's fervour. — Haſte — my fears and 
| friendſhip | 

Concur to force you hence The night is dark, 
And 8 6 to hs jar you front her darker purpole.! 
kenne him. 

Gar, F „ | 

] gage for no conditions, while I und 
On hoſtile ground. re | 


Guy. Even as you liſt, ſo bs TR N 
If peace, when next we meet, PI greet you thus 
[Embraces. 
If war, I 8 where Cok rz: may be found 
Even in the front of battle I will face him, 
And on his temper'd helmet prove the worth _ 
Of this his late donation-! I puts his hand on his ſword. 
CorT. When you are fallen, 
I think I ſhall not fear another bar, 
In my high road to- n 1 
Guy, Take your ſword. 
Would that I were a tutor, fit to teach 
Thar right arm in its manage !—Hither, ſoldier! 
Here is the ſigner of our emperor— _ I 
Conduct his friend, in ſecret, through the gebe 
That opens on the camp.— Be faithful, thou, 
I ſhall not be forgetful !— | 


Cort, Fare you well. [Exit with the Soldier, 


12 | | A chief 
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A Chief of Mzx1co enters diſguiſed, > 


Mx. Where is my prince, where's GUYOMAR ? 
Guy. Who aſks ?— 


What, Adramelech, ſhrouded i in the cloud 


Of a ſlave's habit? 


Mex. Yes. This hook and cond 
Help'd me to ſcale our wall, and let me * 
Where I ſurrender'd to the Spaniſh watch, 
As a deſerter. I was ſtraight convey'd 
To the proud tent, wherein their captains ſate 
In midnight council. Time cuts off my tale.— 
I gain'd their confidence —they reſt aſſured 
Of ſudden conqueſt ; and, in riot, ſpend 
The ſhort remainder of the night. —Be ſpeedy ! 


If we ſucceed, and ſeize them at their banquet, 


Yet, ere another hour ſhall paſs, they' enter 
The northern gate in chains !— 
Guy. O, hero, pany Mexico 8 firſt boaſt 
[Embraces 
I have, yet, a band of friends, who will not fail us,— 
For glory let us haſte—for country, kindred, 


For liberty, for virtue !== [Exeunt, 


U 


SCENE 
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SCENE Ill. 
The STREETS of the CIT. 


ALMERIA enters attended, on one ſide; and Mzr- 
MAR with his Traxallans on the other. 


Alu. He is not in the tower — Spread ſeveral 
ways 
He cannot yet be far — His guard inform'd me 
He was this inſtant freed, by the command 
Of MonTezuma, our arch foe—Haſte, friends 
We meet at the ſouth angle. I Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE lv. 


Cox rRZ and his Guide enter. 


Cox r. Why doſt thou ſculk, like ſome oer · con- 


ſcious felon, 


And ſhift me, meanly thus, from ſtreet to ſtreet . 


Forward - where thou wer't order'd ! 
Gul. O, my lord, 
I doubt we are beſet !—at every turn, 
I meet the faces of Traxallans ; elſe, 
This ſignet had aſſured your ſafety. 
Corr. On !— - 
Thou bear'ſt the ſeal of Mexico] bear 
A ſignal to Traxallans, | [Draws. 


MELMaR 


| 
| 
| 


Err 


Mruacan and Trazallans e enter. 


MElLu. He! is "=, 


Surround and make him ſure ! 


CorT. MELMAR, again? 


A ſingle ſtroke may puniſh double treaſon ! 
| [Kills him, 
Mrz. Curs'd Cortaz !— Quick Perdition 
ſwallow thee, | 
With the two tyrant Wnt, of ruthleſs Spain 


And * 4 Dbies. 


4 CokrEZ kills MzLMAR, ALMERIA enters with Trax. © 
allans, who ſurround and ſeize on BZ, 


Arn. Secure him—there !—Take up your 
flaughter'd.chief— 

Shift for yourſelves ; and leave him to my venge- 

ance! - [Exeunt Traxallans with Mz mar. 


With what audacious dignity he looks, 


What ſteady confidence f but I n make him. 
bh | [Afide. 


Thou muſt die, Spaniard ! 
Corr. I have heard no leſs 
They tell me I am mortal. 
ALM. Ay, but Now 
At this tremendous Now !—a ſudden death, 
Unlook'd for, fearful l Think, exiſtence loſt 


For ever!—Haply, worſe—to plunge; at once, 


Amid ſtrange beings, down unbottom'd e 
Or gulph'd by ſmould' ring fire! 
Corr. I take my venture. 
TR ALM. 


MONTEZUMA. a» 
Alx. T his in an inſtant, then, decides thy 


doom 

For all futurity 5 [Offers to tab him. 
Corr. Strike! - 
Aru. Doſt thou know., 
Wherefore I kill thee ? 

Coxr. Yes, I flew thy brother. 

ALM. Ah cruel Why has Heaven, to dhat 

hard heart, 

Granted an aſpect not inhuman ?—Tell me, 
What had my poor Traxallans done, to bring 
The wrath of CoxTzz on them? Were they not 
Thine allies ? thy firſt friends? a hapleſs people, 
Who claim'd thy promiſed reſcue from the yoke 
Of fell oppreſſion ? 

CorT. Therefore I commenced 
My war on MonTEzumMa. 

Alu. Therefore, traitor ! | 
Why, then, aſſiſt to bring theſe evils on us? 
Waſt thou not told, how that inhuman tyranr 
Laid waſte my country ; caus'd my royal parents 
With their own hands, to free themſelves from 
| bonds, | | 

II- ſuited to their birth; in cold blood ſlew 
Traxalla's eldeſt hope, my valiant brother; 
And held three helpleſs orphans, the remains 
Of our loft houſe, as butchers cheriſh lambs 
Ordain'd to ſlaughter ?—And does Cox Tz, too, 
Does their protector come, to-cruth the fallen, 
Who cried to him for ſuecour? O, twas cruel!— 
It was not foldierly—it was not like 
The hero, or the man.— Alas, my brother, 


-Y How 


1 
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How art thou quench'd, ſole light of loſt 
Traxallans, 

Even by the ruthleſs hand that ſhould have 
nouriſh'd 


And kept thy flame alive 


Cox r. Your dagger, haſte— 
It cannot prove ſo keen as your reproaches ! 
I ſwear I knew him not - he came upon me, 
Like an aſſaſſin, in the night. But this 
Atones not my offence, or your affliction. 
Unhappy, injured fair one ! by the worth, 
That weds a ſoldier's daring to humanity, 
My heart weeps blood in your behalf! 


Arm. I ſee it . 
That ſtarting tear has cancell'd half our quarrel ! 3 
Say, what remains? | 


Cox r. Toexpiate the reſt 


4 


By my warm blood—or by ſuch deeds of dare. 


As call a ſoldier forth into the world, 
To ſuccour innocence, to right the wrong'd, 
To be the champion of offended beauty, 


And war upon oppreſſion ! 


ALM.. Wilt thou, CogarEzz? 
CorT. By the true honour of a chriſtian ſoldier, 


If Heaven ſucceed my purpoſe, I will place 
The wrong'd ALMERIA on the golden throne 


Of her great anceſtors, 
Alu. But wilt thou, Cox EZ, 
Inſtruct her how to govern? 
CorT. To my power, 


She ſhall command. 
| .. 


& . 
| WIS | Ea r 1 


9 
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Au. A throne's a lonely ſeat— 
And afks an abler hand than mine, to guide 
The reſtive reins of 1 f 
Co Rr. Doubly bleſt, | 
Beyond what empire can beſtow, is he, 
Whom the firſt princeſs of the world ſhall ſtile 
The prince of her affections | 
Au. Tell me, Spaniard— 
Wouldſt thou, indeed, believe him bleſt * 
Cox r. Moſt happy, 
Above the lot of man 
Aru. Suppoſe his name 
Were Cortez? _ | 
Co RT. O, you mock Yor ſervant, ſure— 
He, whom AlMERIA honours with her hand, 
Should have a heart to give 
Alu. Ha, Spaniard !—Sayſt thou 15 | 
Where is that maid, whoſe more than mortal 
* charms 197.48 
Have triumph'd o'er Alla ? 
| Corr. Firſt, and faireſt ! 
If love, and'troth, and fealty, were, alone, 
To wait on the pre- eminence of beauty, 
All hearts were, then, ALMeRia's. 
ALM. Yes, I ſee it— 
*Tis as I have heard—the tyrant's daughter, traitor ) 
*Tis with the hoſtile houſe of MonTEZUMaA,. 
That thou doſt ſeek alliance - therefore fell 
My royal brother, to make copious way | 
For his new rival i in CypzR1a's love 


: But mark me, CorTez—there, thy hopes, ere 


: morning, 


Vor. III. | * N Shall 


* 
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| Shall be for ever blaſted. By the powers 

That India worſhips, never ſhall the eyes 

Olf that young ſorcereſs open to behold | 
Another ſun |— 


Cos r. If that thou doſt but raze 

The whiteneſs of her ſkin—1, alſo, ſwear, 

Should fortune ever caſt theſe ſhackles from me, 
= To make a general tomb of thy dominions, 
= | And in it bury all thy father's houſe, 
= And even the name and memory of Traxallans!— 

Aru. Go, mighty leader, execute thy threats, 

Upon the remnant of my wretched people — 


ALMERIA breaks thy preſent bonds in ſunder; 
[Unbinds him, 
aq And dares thee to the further breach of thoſe 


Whereby thine honour binds thee! 5 


Corr. O, ALMERIA 
Bright, royal, generous maid, excuſe the warmth 
Of ſudden paſſion—Faireſt of all creatures, 
Love is not in our will—but gratitude, 
Friendſhip inviolate, and firm attachment, 
Are ever thine Upon my knee, I bend, 
To deprecate thy wrath !—O, ſpare her, ſpare 


| 
| 
| 
| 


That innocent ! . [Takes her hand. | 
Should'ſt thou, and for * ſake—l ſwear, Al- ” 
: MERIAg 


P11 not farvive her ! 


Alu. That were ſomewhat worſe, _ 
Than the entombing of my father's houſe, 
With the whole name and memory of Traxallans! 
i „n. 1 will think Upou it.— Tell me, then— 


— 


4 
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Wilt thou make trial, wilt thou do hy beſt, 
And loye me—if thou canſt? 

Cokr. Yes, fair ALMeria— 
Dear to my heart, and next to my CyDERIaA, 
1 plight my N 8 [el her hand) 


SCENE „ 
 Cyperra enters. 


Cybzk. Cortez and at che feet of provd 
ALMERIA |— FIRE 
Traitor, falſe Spaniard ! _ 5 
_ _ Corr. Fly, thou lovely maid ! E 
Haſte from this hoſtile ee life's 's 
danger, 
Thy precious life !—back to thy father J arms, 25 
From death, and from ALMERIA 425 
Cyokk. Yes, I fee, 
My coming was not in the ſeaſon, Ga 
Faithleſs and baſe—apoſtate, as thou art, 
To love and honour did I not behold thee, 
Breathing thy vows upon the 1 hand 
Of my ttiumphant rival? 
Cor. O, 1 am true 
Truſt me CVD ER IA, I do love thee more 
Than cowards love their . thou dear 
one 
So thou art ſafe, ſuſpicion matters not— _ 
Time will unfold my truth. 


ALM. Ken I bear this? 
12 . CyopER. 
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. Yes, ö I: will Joie. thee: to | 
the ties 
Of thy new crothment—yowing, from this mo- 
ent; ...... . 1 
Never to hear thee, but with ears of hatred ; 
Never to ſee thee, but with eyes of horror | | 
Falſeſt and moſt POO of mand, 


Adieu for ever! I[Going. 
Cox r. O, my diſtracted heart et Taye 
Cvperial— :-: ' 


Cruel AluxRIA, thou couldſt witneſs for me, 2 

My truth, my faith inviolate! 4 
Arm. Yes, princeſs !— | 5 

When thou didſt ſee thy ConTez at my fees,” 

He was a ſuppliant for Cyper14's life, — © 

Vain was his ſuit—as vain as mine for love! 


And thus I anſwer to his ſcorn g- 
[Draws the dagger ſuddenly, and ruſhes on orbris, 
Cox rEE catches her hand and diſarms her.. 


Cypzr. Ah, ſhe will kill me! 
Cor. Hold thee —tyger · hearted, 
Bloody ALMERIA I— Fly this fury, 1 
Haſte to the ſhelter of thy father's arms! 
He comes—1 can no more - Adieu! [Exit Conrzs, 
ALM. Princeſs, another day. muſt end our 
fie . 
'Decilive of no leſs than love and life!” Tg 


SCENE. 
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bee arr | . | 1 = 
8 GN N E VI. | | 
* 
To Corgi enter Moreau, OpmMar, and # 
Ali Ech, attended wa Mexican Nobles and 10 
Guards. 134 : f 
Fi 
10 
Mowr. He comes, the gory. 4 our tis 88 
world l Fr 
My ſon, my Guyoma, my hero comes, | 
The champion, the deliverer of his country! Bi 
Shouts, and ſound of numerous inſtruments. GUYOMAR 4 i 
enters in triumph, followed by Mexican Officers. To le 
them ſucceed the Spaniſh Officers and Soldiers in chains. x. 
The Mexicans range themſelves on each ſide, while the 10 
Spaniards are led off. Then enter the Chief Prieſt, fol- i} 
. lowed by a train of Prieſts and Prieſteſſes. | = 
Guy. My King, my father! [Bends his knee. 1 
Mor. O, my honour'd child | 1 
The weight of Heaven, in bleſſings, fall* upon 4 
-*. thee; - 
For thou art worthy of its 3 Arizzen! 
Here, take thy ſoldier, recent from his toils 
Beauty, like thine, can beſt reward them !— 


# 


"T 3 | H. Paiksr. 
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MONTEZUMA, 


H. Puree. Begin your ſong of bluſh and 
thankſgiving! — 


$' A . 
By Pigs rs and Paizsrzsszs. 
1 


Thunder + ena ſtorm is ove 3 

War and terror are no more. 

See their horrid hoſts retire— 
Fainting worlds again reſpire 
Zy our conquering hero fell'd, 
Spain is ſhackled, force is quell'd ! ! 
Peace reviſits India's ſhore— 
Thunder * ſtorm is ofer ! 


C H O R U 8. 
| Peace revilirs, *.— 


Now, through every ion and plate, 
In the ſunſhine, in the ſhade, Bo. 
Vacant Innocence ſhall ſtray, 


"Fearing neither wile nor way 
Sons ſhall laugh within the ſhed, 
By their fires and grand-fires ſpread , 


1 5 ee 
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Peace ſhall lumber, Toil ſhall ſnore— 
Wars and terrors are no more. 


- CHONWKPS 
Peace ſhall, &c. 


uns 


In wedlock, again, loving pairs ſhall be tied, 
And children. ſhall run by their glad father's fide; 
: poles ſhall be fix'd, where the minſtrel 


ſhall ſound, 

And where holy-day crowds ſhall dance r 
around; 

Birds ſhall chirp in the groves, and beaſts friſk 
in the plain, 

Nor be ſcared by the thunders and lightnings 

of Spain. 

Through our clime, Mirth ſhall carol, and 
Laughter ſhall roar; 

For war, tumult, terror, and Spain are no more! 

CHORUS. 


| Through our clime, &c. 


[Prieſts and Prieſteſſes go off in order, followed by a 
proceſſion of Mexicans, laden 'with the ſpoils of the 
Spaniards and Traxallans. As they go off MonTe- 
z UMA ſpeaks, 


Mon r. Now to the temple lead our grand 
proceſſion, . : 
274 Where 
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Where to the gods, and Guyomar, be paid 
= - Our vows for ſafety !—then, in laſting bands 
Of happy rites, and nuptial ſanctitude, : 
Þ Be Valour join'd to Beauty—Nor thou, Opmar, 
1 Grudge, to the worth of thy triumphant brother, 
This ſmall, tho? lovely portion of the world, 
Which he hath ſaved for thee, my eldeſt born, 
Now thy ſure heirſhip Sound your inſtruments— 
Let feſtal clarions rouze the lumbering night, 
And the long triumph wen the coming light! 


— — — — — — — 
bo 


 [Exeunt, E 
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HCL WS” LE 
The Dude EON of Mexico. 


OpMar enten. e 


Op. P HE Y, yet, are ſcarce retired to reſt, 
and Auzen | 

May ſtill be brought, a virgin, to the arms 

Of late deſpairing Opmar,—Ha! what's this 

That checks we” faltering ſteps—and tells my 

aul, 

It is not right to looſe theſe dank of war 

Again to ſlaughter, raviſhment, and burnings? 

 Why—let my favour'd brother look to that, 

The darling, the adopted of mankind _ 

For every bleſſing !—What's the world to Oouan, 

But a dark inauſpicious foe, alike | 

_  Deteſting and deteſted ?—Hence, compun@tion ! ! 


- 


J will repay the wrong. | (Knocks. 
Runes. I aſk not who you. are—You- get no 
- entrance, ary wm 


a” 


830 MONTEZUMA. 
Opn. *Tis I, 'tis OpMar—on a haſty errand, 
* from MovrEZz u. Here's his ſignet. 
Kerr. Where, my good lord ?— 
5 [Opens the door, 
> Oda There, flave— -  [Stabs him, 
_ Credentials for eternity + 


SCENE u. 


5 opens and diſcovers the SPANIARDS chained 


to the Floor. 


Opn. Ha, Spaniards, ye lie low indeed! 3 

Vas. I think, | 
The imperial prince of Mexico? 

Opn, Yes, Vasquez— 
I come, the meſſenger of inftant fare, 
For death or liberty! 

Vase, Unfold your purpoſe. 

Op. You are the foes of Mexico; but Mexico 
Is not the friend of Opmas. | | 

Vase, Can it be? 


OD. Yes—my brother, the redoubted Boro 55 


MAR, 


The boy, whoſe nightly. treaſon caught ye all, 


As in one coyey—he is, now, the ſole 

Renown'd of Mexico, the one ordain'd 

To love and empire: ?—> ODMAR is an outcaſt !— 
And, tfark !—for you, the victims of his glory, 
Even now the bloody prieſthood whet their knives, 


And deck their morning altars, 


\ [The Spaniards break out m deep lamentations. 
ne 


r, 
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Shame on — daſtard wn would 
70 


For him, who ſhould ſtrike off your groveling 


chains, 
Snatch ye from ſudden death, and give ye * 
To light and life, to worlds of endleſs gold, 


And everlaſtin ; glory? 


Vase, Speak, command 


We execute 


Op u. I claim no harſh ecndicions; 


Firſt, for the imperial crowns of Mexico 
And of Traxalla, they are mine by right 


Of heritage and conqueſt—theſe ye ſwear 
To confirm to me. 


ALL. We ſwear. 

Opn, Laſtly, to ſave my aged father! life, 
And my young ſiſter's honour, 

AlL. We ſwear! 

Op. Theſe terms, e your 2 obſerved, 

I gage 

To freight, and fill your copious veſſels up, 
With Indian gold and pearl, and gems 1 price, 
Till ye cry, Hold, they fink ! 


Vasq. O, bounteous prince !— 


All hail to royal Op MAR, mighty n 


Of the new world! 
Sean. Mighty emperor of the new world, 


All hail!” 


Ou, Thanks, valiant friends !—I Tooſe ye 


now, 


To 


a — ————— — —— —— E——— OE Ol GE OO Ol OSS OD ICE In EIT 
, . 
1 ” 
% 
L . 


Ws 6 


MONTE Z UMA 


To war, to conqueſt to the waſte of nations, . 
To the rich ſpoil of Mexico.—Away!-' 
SFS [Aste Ng _ they * to unbind the reſt 
| | . 


* T7 . 5 
* | J 7 r * 
. : N 3 


. s C E N E II. 
A CAA EA. 


Goran and ALIBECH.. | - 8 


Gor. And art thou mine, at laſt—and mine, 
indeedꝰ 
18 the bliſs real does it mount to certainty? 


I ſwear it is too much, this height of happineſs— 


Higher than hope has ever dared to ſpar ! 
But, whence, my love, this tremor of thy limbs? 
And, from thy cheek, AS ſhrinks the backward 
roſe 


of ker beauty? 1 


AL, Ah, I know not, Wee 1 


A ſecret dread of ſome reverſe at 3 tl 
A doubt that Alien has not been born 15 


To be ſo bleſt !— While thus I touch, and ſee, 17 
And hold, and would believe thee all my on; 
Methinks ſome ſudden arm arreſts thine i image, 
And leaves me deſolate! | 
Gu. Away, my angel, 


4 ; 


With this cold difidence— {Knocking at the door, 


Ha, profane wretch |— 
Whoe” er thou art, that 4 this rude incuſion, | 


Thy: life is forfeit - 


POO o, it matters not 


33³ 


Open, my lord, quick open! 


[Gurouar opens the door. —Attendants enter. 
Guy, What's the buſtle? _ 
SER v. O, my dear Jord, the Spaniard's s looſe 


all 718; 
Unſhakled and halloo'd u pon- the world; 


Even by that traitor to his houſe and country, 
| Unnatural OpuaR ! 


. Guy. Hark —what diſtant ſhouts, 
Mingled with horrid groanings! 

- Serv. From this window 
You may behold where Mexico in flames, 


IG: the coming aid —All is 8 and up- 


roar, 


| Rapine and nic 


Guy. Haſte, Azim, _ my few faickful 


followers— _ 


Haſte, my loved Azim ! wil ; 10 laat aan. 5 


wil me my arms! 
[Attendants bring . Corſelet, &c. 7 toy 
his Sword down. while he arms himſelf. | 


This OpMaR—give me, but to meet him, rods. ! 


And from his treacherous: Res 11 999g: that 
1 


Which has undone his race PER REES © 
AliB. Ah, GTO, A 10 
This is a fearful bridal! hs; 
Guy. Chear thee, my love! Sa. roy teas art) 
All yet, ny OE TROY} To. are 


SCENE 
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8 C E N E W. 
As Guronan is juſt armed, Oouan and Spaniſh 
Soldiers ruſh in ſuddenly, Ee, and bind him. 


Opn. He's caught, in happy ſeaſon—Bind him 


s. 


And tas no other arm ! Tis well, my an- 
Withdraw a while, and ſhare the general peer, 
I have a bulineſs to tranſact 1 in private. | 
[Exit Spaniards 
Guy, Acari Ovnan !ſ=O, infernal fire. 
„ ü 

Made to conſume thy country 1—thou fell dragon 
Born to devour the inauſpicious RT; 
That brought thee to the world! 

Op. Thou prating boy !- | | 
I ſpare no breath to thy deſpiſed teproaches— 
Come, ALIBECH, thy private hm a love 


| - {Pulling her away. 
Arn. Help, help; Heaven Jn We 1 

Ah, Op MAR, would'ſt thou violate the wife” 

Of thine own brother ? 


Gov. Stay, fiend, and meet my vengeance 1 


Wouldſt thou hve, 
Diſpatch me, firſt, from horrors worſe than hell! 
For, after ſuch a deed of deep damnation, 
One world can never hold us! 
On. With my firſt leiſure, 

* rid thee of thy 3 come e along! 1 


SCENE 
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SC EBEN E V. 
V aSQUEzZ enters. 


Vat, Hold, Opmar—Gracious Heaven, tis 
ſhe, herſelf, 
The goddeſs of my vows —Ruffian, forbear ! 
Op. How, Spaniard —is thy tongue apoſtate, 
then, 

' To its late language, that, with bended knee, 
All haiPd me India's monarch ?—Is not this 
The fingle prize, for which I barter'd to thee 
King, country, kindred ? 

Vase. O, ſhe is the prize, 
Which ſingly, in my mind, I held excepted 
From all the wealth of thy rich world. 
Om. Avaunt!— 


And dread the ſwift wing d judgments that de- 


| ſcend 
On perjury and treaſon ! 

Vas. Hal! on treaſon ? 
Thou traitor manifold to father, friends, | 
King, country, falſe—to every ſenſe, that puts 
Its ſeal on human nature!—and doſt thou, 
Doſt thou appeal to Heaven ? 

Opn, If not to Heaven, 
I call up hell to vindicate No more. : 
Tis thus a monarch ſhould chaſtiſe rebellion. 


Vase. Thou haſt thy merits ! 


[They fight; and while they engage ALBECH un- 
binds Guromar,—Op Mas falls. 


Opn, 


* 
. 
7m. ß . ⁵— ¹.AY pp ]ꝗ—±—tw T ²˙—i ee. — — — 8 bt 


1 
| 
4 


#-% * 


| Oo. Perfidious Spain Blood a dogy 
of hell! 
Open, thou gulph, and rid che world, at once, 
Of them and me—down—down—for ever Oh! 
| Dies; 
VI. + he daughter of the Sun, but ec 
e ne Fagyy £5 
Than thy all chearing Gre !—thou art my pur- 
chaſe. 
Gu. Stay, VASQUEZ !—thou haſt yet a — 
arm, 
To mate with and yet, mightier than chat arm, 
A cauſe—I am her huſband, 
Vase. I diflolve 3 
The union. — This is thy divorce !- — | . [Advancing 
Gvy. Breathe, Spaniard— 2s 05 . 
I would not take thee at advantage. 
VAS. NOW, 
I do begin to fear for chou art honourible = 
In any other cauſe, I ſhould prefer 1 
Thy friendſhip to thy ſword Come on ! 
Guy. If thou art. eſs than thy great leader 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


4 35 | 
3 may ſerve to fell ahi e (vide falls, 
Vas O=thy hand... 


| If, as I deem, tis that of Gorowan, 
| 1 fall with honour |—art on. KELL 
Guy, Yes, — 
VASd. Thy p ardon! hi Ga | 

7 Guv. 1 would to Heaven 1 could, wich k equal 
Wuociällingneſs, | 
ive life, and length of days! 


—— —— —— ITE <—e—y 
>. —— — — r — — 
* 
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That dream is over—of immenſe defires, 
That ſwallow earth and main—of minim man; 
Who truſts, within his graſp, to hold a world, 
And finds it, nothing—O, farewell [Dies. 


Gur. Farewell, brave Spaniard !—Take their 


bodies hence. | 
[Servants carry out the bodies. 


| My faichful Mexicans approach—Come, love, 
[Azim and Mexicans appear. 


Let me beſtow thee in ſome place of ſafety— 


Then fly, to ſhield my father's reverend head; 
To fave the living, or to join the dead. [Exeunt, 
SCENE Vl. 
The Infide of the PAL Ack. 


A Throne far back. Two Chairs of State brought 
forwatd, | 


 Armeria enters with a dart in her breaſt; and a 


dagger in her hand, ſupported by her women. 
CyDer1a follows, weeping, been in dy v two 
Traxallans. 


Won. Send for phyſicians. 

ALM. No, *tis paſt the power 
Of mortal medicine the envenom'd ſhaft 
Has reach'd my vitals; and my laſt of life 


Vor. III. 2 Miuſt 
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Muſt follow its extraction! — There on- 8 
| gently— | - 
Set me down gently —So— 
Won. Alas, my miſtreſs! 
What bloody hand has done this deed ? 
Aru. I know not whence it came, from friend 
or foe— 
For, as 1 fled acroſs the palace court, 
T his random arrow ſtruck me. — W here s my 
e - F107 
Here—bring her forward—nearer !— 

Cyper. O, ALMERIA! [Kneels. 
Bright, royal, generous maid, have pity on me— 
Pity my youth, my innocence, and weakneſs ! 
Pity is native to our gentler ſex; 
And gentleneſs, with every ſoft perfection, 
She lovelieſt in ALMERIA! 

ALM, Peace, thou ſorcereſs!— 
Yet cloſer bring her.— 

.Cypzs. Ah, if all my blood | 
Could ſtop the flow of thine - truſt me, Atmzzra, 
I ſhould the readier yield it — What's my treſpaſs ? 
Alu. Not one — but two, and both unpar- 

donable— 
Thy beauty, and thy blood !—Thou art of the 
" Face 
That robb'd me of my kingdom—thou, thyſelf, 
Haſt robb'd me of my love!—And ſhall the houſe 
Of MonTzezuma triumph, and grow ſtrong 
Upon the ruins of Traxalla's ?—No. 
Die, thou—and let the living of thy race, 
Learn, in their turn, to weep !— [Lifts the dagger. 
| | CYDER, 
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Cypes. Stay, yet, a moment! 
I have wept for them, Heaven doth know I have; 
Night after night; with tears, have mourn'd the 
fate 0 
Of your unhappy royal houſe ! 
Alu. Bur, then, | | 
To live and revel in AlMERIA's ſpoils, 
While I am loſt, alike, to love and empire— 
It muſt not be! 
Now, while I yet have ſtrength to ſtrike! ly 
ſhrink not 
Wherever dark futurity ordains, 
We go together ! 
Cypxr. O, the gods, he comes !— — 
He's here—and ſhall I periſh in his ſight? 
Sink in the harbour—and without a ſtruggle 
For life—for love ? 
[As ALMERIA attempts to ſtrike, Cibhan riſes, 


catches at her arm, and, in the firuggle, wreſts 
the dagger from her, and throws it Witt E 


Alu. 3 am too faint! 


8 C E ERB » 
CorTEz enters attended. 


The two Traxallans turn and fly. 


Cogr. My angel, my er !— 


[Runs and embraces, 


CybEk. Hold me, faſt! 


_ - 'Say—d6 I live, do I yet breathe? 


2 2 | Cokr. 
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Cogr. Yes, deareſt ! 
J have thee, once again; nor ſhall the world 


F'er part us more—Ha! what is here? — ALMERIA 

All pale and bleeding ! | 
Alu. Yes, triumphant Spaniard! 

Thou haſt oh wiſh—and, thus, I pour my blood, 


_ [Draws Re arrow. 
The laſt of an n unhappy life, 
To fate and CorTez |— 

Cor. Ah, ſupport—She's going! 
] wiſh thy death, ALMERIA? — Heaven is witneſs, 
To fave thy life, how gladly, grateful CoxrEZ 
Would riſque his own ! 
Aru. Thine arm!—Cyvzr14's too!— 
Fear not, I am paſt the power to hurt—Sweet 
mad, 
Thou art ſafe thank Heaven !—thy pity, and 
thy pardon 

Laſk it with my dying breath! — Ah, Conrzz, 
Thou art with death familiar doſt thou know, 
What tis to draw the blood - to drain the breath — 
To ſhut out light, and dwell in chapleſs vaults, 
Siſter'd with night and everlaſting ſilence? 
O fearful not to be More fearful, yet 
To live to wretchedneſs perhaps, for ever — 
I go—to try if we may meet again 


I ſhall be fraught with tidings—ſtrange 38 
[Dies. 


Corr. She is at peace — Turn thee from death, 


CypzR1a! 
[Beckons to the Attendants who carry out ALMERIA. 


Where | is the King, my love, where is thy father? 
| CyDER, 


CyDER. Alas, I know not. | 
Con r. Alvarez haſte—thou haſt a human 
heart ! | 

Reſtrain the fury of our ſavage countrymen, 

Who range, like tygers, looſed from bonds; un- 
| ſparing 
Of ſex, or infancy, or helpleſs age : 
Haſte, good Alvarez! [Exit . 
Retire, CVD ERIAI— Ah, here comes a fight, 
To make thee think, that blindneſs were a bleſſing! 


S EN R Vu 


Enter MoxTEZZ UA ſupported behind by two 
Mexicans, and by GuyoMAR and ALIBECH on 
either hand. 


Mont, O, my kind children wa tis too much 
this goodneſs 

I ſhall oppreſs you with my weight Alas! 
My limbs —all rent from their enfeebled burden 
Refuſe to bear its bulk - There ſeat me down 
Never to riſe !—How bleft the dead - if death 
Is free from pangs, like theſe | 

Cyper. Alas, my father! 

Corr. Doubly accurſed be the hands that did 
This harrid deed ! 


[CYDERIA and CoRTEz kneel to MonTEZUMA. 


MonrT.  Away—nor blaſt my ſight 
With the deteſted aſpect of a Spaniard ! 


[Cox zz riſes, 


Z 3 Guy, 
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Guv. O, Cox TEE, blame him not — theres 


cauſe, there's cauſe, 
For hatred, never to be reconciled, 
Twixt Spain and Mexico !—T found him bemm d, 
Bound, and inſulted, by a band of rufñ ans; 
His aged limbs, all ſtrain'd upon the rack 


Until they crack'd the cordage! 


Corr. By the power 
Whom the world ought to worſhip, they ſurvive 
No longer, than my es. clown arm (hall reach 
To hurl them to the fiends !— 

Guy. Their doom is ſeal'd. | 
P1zzARRO, as | think, they calPd their chief — 
With the one ſtroke of this thine honeſt ſword, 
J gave his head to leap, three javelins 22222 
From off his ſhoulders | 

MonT. Do me juſtice, boy !— 

Say, did I, meanly, ſue to them for mercy? | 
Did I degrade the majeſty of kings — 
Or bend, in vile compliance, to the terms 


They wanted to extort ? | 


Guy. O, no, my father !— 
You bore yourſelf above mortality; 


And your fell torturers raged to find themſelves 


Defeated of your groans ! 
Mon. O, my dear children! 
Nature felt inward, ſtill—and is the ſame, 


When circled by a, crown, as in the cottage. — 


O—they return—my pains—ſure harbingers 
Of final diſſolution ! Now, again— 

Now they extend me on the rack they ſtretch 
The leaping arteries, and the quivering members!— 


I | Conr. 
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Cox r. Support him—help !—his pangs are 


ſtrong upon him. | 
f[CorTez and GuyYoMaR ſupport him, while Cybz- | 
RIA and ALIBECH kneel weeping on either hand, 


Cypkk. O, my loſt father 
Guy. O, the falling pillar, 
Of our now deſolated world! 
Mor. My children 
Bear with me !—O—fain, fain would I ſupport— 
As a king ought—theſe throes — this horrid 
cracking 
Of the heart's cordage !—Nature ſinks beneath 
The ruins of her pile.—O, for a foul 
Of independence on this rending frame 
Of mortal ſtructure !—'Twill not be—exiſtence— 
Cannot bear up againſt the tumbling, craſh— 
Of its own being !—Oh—I am eaſier now 
What a ſweet Heaven this relaxation brings 
From tortures inexpreflible !\— Tis palt— 
| The ſtorm of nature's laid—and all—to come— 
Is calm—is quiet.— [Dies. 
AL1B. O, he is dead! 211 
Cyper. He's gone — he's gone — for ever ! 
And I, moſt wretched, left to wear the night - 
With endleſs tears, and rife, each cheerleſs morn, 
A delolated orphan! 
Guy. Down with thy towers, thou once exalted 
Mexico 
Crumble thy ſpires and palaces to duſt! 
Never be muſic, or the voice of joy, 
Heard in thee !—Through the waſte of thine high 
ways | 
£4 May 
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May all who meet, behold in either face 


The ſeal of wretchedneſs ; and every ear 

Hear ſounds of ſorrow, and the clank of bon 
dage! | | 

Fly, ye ſurviving i innocents! to climes 


Far diſtant from invaſion leave your manſions, 


Your once endearing homes, to the poſſeſſion 


Of bats and birds of night, of Spaniſh vultures, 


And beaſts of depredation | ! 
Conr. Thy wrongs are great, my friend, thy 
| ſorrows juſt— | 
I feel and ſhare them all! Yet, cruelty 
Is not the growth of Spain alone—Mexico, 
Even thy own Mexico, produces OpMaks. 
Chear you, my Guyomanr |! | — chear, my Cryope- 
RIA | — 
Youth muſt ſucceed to age, and life to death; 
Tis nature's proceſs—Come, aſcend the throne 
Of your great anceſtors, and rule a people 
Bleſt by your worth, and guarded by your valour ! 
Gr. No, CogTEz, generous chief, thou ſole 
exception _ 
To an inhuman race of men lo thou 
And thy Cyperra grace the throne ! liſt not 
To rule o'er wretchedneſs; nor to be verſed | 
In ſciences that teach us to deſtroy, 
And arts that ſerve to vitiate and corrupt 
The honeſty of nature. Far from hence 
: 6 with my willing exiles, will retire ; 
While my loved ALiBzca ſhall light our way, 
And bleſs our ſteps with beauty—there, nor 
gems, 


Nor 
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Nor gold, nor filver, ſhall excite the luſt 


Of fell invaſion; nor inſatiate Spain 
E'er come, in ſearch of poverty! Know, CorTzz, 
W here wants are few, a little will ſuffice 

To furniſh nature; and alight content 

Shall make it luxury !—The fearleſs ſports 

Of ſocial Innocence ſhall chear our heaths— 
Beauty and Love ſhall crown each peaceful nighit, 
And morning wake to Liberty and Light 


